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	1. Chapter 1

Hello, everyone. This time we decided to write story about Shinobu and Genpachi! They're so adorable together! *squeals* We would like to tell you that you might find some real-life Japanese government and law enforcement institutions on this story but, again, none of the conflict and characters on those institutions existed. It's purely the author's fault for watching too much Japanese detective-themed doramas. Well, then...enjoy!

MPD : (Tokyo) Metropolitan Police Department

.

Chapter 1 : Phone Call

"Go! Go! Go!"

Inukai Genpachi ran upstairs with some police officers following behind. Their steps echoed through the empty, abandoned building near Kabuki-cho Nichome. Early this morning, he had gotten a report that the building had been used as illegal gambling place. The owner was also wanted by police since several months ago for fraud and illegal drug possession. Such things happened a lot in this area. The Tokyo's most famous red light district was the place where pleasure and crime were connected by thin thread. For Genpachi who had been assigned in Shinjuku area since he had joined the law enforcement, dealing with this kind of crime was everyday's business. Today was not that bad; at least it was not a case of homicide—gosh, enough with hosts killing each other. Running around to catch criminal was obviously not fun at all but he could bear with it. He was a good runner, thanked to those younger days doing marathon.

"Inukai-san, he's at the rooftop!" One of officer in uniform informed him.

Genpachi nodded. His brain automatically began to calculate the next move—opened the rooftop door, approached the criminal calmly, told him to put his gun down, caught the criminal, and...done. Too bad it was not as easy as it looked. The criminal would probably keep running until the edge of rooftop and say something to threaten the police officers—stupid move, why those people never learned from past mistake?—then the officers would back off a little before roughly pinning the criminal onto cold hard rooftop floor. Or, the worst case scenario...

"If you get any closer, I'll jump!" shouted the criminal who had already stood about forty centimeters away from the edge of rooftop. He lifted up an army knife and pointed at Genpachi.

"No, you won't," said Genpachi calmly, "You don't want to end your life. Give up already. You're not going anywhere." If it had been an action movie, he would have approached the criminal with a gun in hand. Too bad life ain't that sweet, Genpachi muttered under his breath. He glanced a police officer in uniform, gesturing him to approach the criminal from another side. The officer nodded slightly before carefully took a step. Genpachi drew a breath and continued, "Listen, you better give up and face the trial instead of jumping from there. Don't do..." Genpachi saw a movement from the corner of his eyes. Two officers were coming toward the criminal. "...anything stupid."

And those officers tackled the man within seconds. The criminal shouted and cursed, struggling to get away from two of them. Genpachi hurriedly snatched away the knife from his hand then sighed in relief. "Take him to the station," Genpachi said, patting the two officers' shoulder, "You guys are the best."

The officers grinned before dragging the criminal out of the building where the police cars were waiting with its load siren. Genpachi followed them while checking his e-mails and text messages on smart phone. When he just reached the entrance, his phone rang loudly. Genpachi frowned as he recognized the caller ID.

"Oi, Gen, busy day?" said a man on the phone.

"As always," replied Genpachi, glancing at the criminal shoved into one of police cars, "What do you need, Nachi?"

Genpachi swore his friend and fellow detective, Hinozuka Nachi, was smirking right now. "I just want to warn you. The old men demanded your presence for next meeting. Think that they've enough with all your excuses. Or...you better work your brain harder to make smarter excuse. How's that sound?"

"Perfect," said Genpachi in sarcasm, "I shall buy earplugs for the meeting. Would you like me to buy you a pair too?"

"Nah, I'm good. I have my iPod."

The two detectives ended the phone call with snicker.

.

Shinjuku Police Station was located at among skyscrapers. The station looked so small especially if compared with Tokyo Metropolitan Government Building. Around six hundred people worked at the station, making it the biggest police station in Japan. For some people, being assigned at Shinjuku was a great experience as a cop. The ward had everything there; government building to business complexes and of course red light districts. Moreover, even though Japan had low criminal rate, the criminal activities still happened in Shinjuku quite frequently—from pick-pocketing to murder. However, for certain people, working at Shinjuku Police Station was so tiring. Law enforcement career barely knew vacation, except perhaps for certain ranks of police officers. It also depended on what section they were assigned too. For people who worked for criminal investigation section, catching criminal and doing paperwork were daily basis. Surviving allnighter only with horrible food from convenience store and cheap coffee was to be expected.

"Don't we have budget to get another cabinet in this room?" A man in his early thirties sighed as he stared at an empty space next to a shelf. "There's no way we can put more file into that poor thing." He pointed at a cabinet which had overloaded stacks of folders inside then grumbled, "At this rate, I must give up my desk. I barely can sit properly without having my elbows hit those piles of file!"

"Well, actually we only need to tidy up the investigation and report files. I think most of those will fit inside the cabinet," said the oldest and most senior man at the room, smiling.

"Yamaguchi, stop complaining. Our chief is right." Another deep voice joined their conversation. Genpachi entered his unit room holding two boxes of evidence from the last criminal investigation. "But, Chief," the man continued as he turned his head to the older man, "I think you also should ask for additional budget."

The man who was called 'Chief' hummed and tapped his finger on table surface lightly. He smiled again. "I'll think of something," replied Unit Chief Sakamoto Eiichi, "Then...how's the investigation so far, Inukai-kun?"

Yamaguchi and Chief Sakamoto spun on their seat to face a white board with so many papers and handwriting on its surface. Putting his boxes on the top of some random files, he began his explanation to his colleagues, "According to witnesses, some suspicious looking people entered the apartment building where our victim lived before. Since about two months ago, two particular people were seen exiting the victim's apartment around midnight. One of them was identified as Sato's inner circle, while another one is—"

"Wait, wait. Kato?" Yamaguchi interrupted, "You mean Kato as in..."

"Yes, Kato Takafumi, the man we caught at abandoned building in Nichome a week ago." Genpachi nodded and Chief Sakamoto gestured him to continue. "Apparently he's quite involved with Shiou Branch from Senkou Group."

"Do we need to inform MPD's organized crime control bureau?" asked Yamaguchi to Chief Sakamoto, "They've been watching Shiou Branch for long, right, Chief?"

Chief Sakamoto gave a vague nod while Genpachi pretended not seeing anything. The man continued with his explanation. He only stopped when his unit's other three members came back from another long investigation. Genpachi took a brief look at his surroundings. Another ordinary boring day to pass, he noted. If people though earning a living as a detective could lead into extraordinary working pattern, it was not entirely true. There was a pattern—investigation, catching or chasing criminals, paperwork, and so on. When Genpachi finished talking, Chief Sakamoto decided that it was time for lunch. Their colleagues cheered in delight and left for office cafeteria and convenience store across the street.

Genpachi was about to enter convenience store when he heard a ringtone sound from his smart phone. The man smiled as he recognized the ringtone he had set for that phone number. "Hello, Shinobu."

.

The maple leaves had turned into red color and slowly piled up on the grass ground. In the end of November, the wind was getting stronger and the temperature was slowly dropping. People had changed their thin, short sleeved clothes into warmer ones. Less and less students spent their lunch time at garden, avoiding the cold wind. The pond area which was always full during spring and summer looked really lonely today. Only several students were seen sitting at benches but they did not stay too long. When the stronger wind blew their hair, they hurriedly went inside school building. A group of three freshmen ran through first floor corridor while jokingly shoved each other. Suddenly one of them bumped into someone.

"No running at corridor," said that person. The three freshmen looked up to see a blond student looking back at them. His turquoise eyes were and dazzling, reminded people of Great Barrier Reef from bird's eye view.

"Uhm...I'm...uuh, we are sorry, Senpai," one of the freshmen stuttered, "We...uhm..."

"That's okay," said the blonde, smiling, "Just be careful next time."

They nodded then resumed their walking quickly. The student who had talked to the blonde sighed in relief, earning an arched eyebrow from his friends. "Even though he isn't student council secretary anymore, Inue-senpai always looks very charismatic," he whispered.

"I don't think charismatic is a right word. Mesmerizing?" Another boy, the tallest among them, glanced over his shoulder. He saw the blonde was still standing on his previous spot but he was not alone. The blonde was talking to some students he recognized as student council members. "I don't know about this," continued to boy as he turned to his friends, "but some people said that he has been accepted to medical school through recommendation."

"He's good looking and has brain," the last boy whined, "Life's not fair..."

His two friends laughed while nudging him on ribs, unaware of a pair of turquoise eyes staring at them.

Inue Shinobu only smiled at the three first year students. It reminded him so much of his days as freshman. Running through corridor, sneaking behind teachers, club activities... Gosh, he would miss those things so much. By next spring, he would leave this high school and enter university. No more uniform and heavy books on his bag. Shinobu turned around and continued walking to second floor where his classroom was located. His eyes wandered throughout the window glass only to find gloomy autumn sky. He sighed as he remembered winter was coming soon. He did not really like winter. He did not like its cloudy sky and cold feeling on his feet and fingertips. Shinobu was not a fan of heavy winter coat—it made him looked like a balloon. He hoped his uncle would not drag him all the way to for skiing and ice skating for winter break.

Speaking of his uncle... Well, Hazuki seemed to be in a very bad mood because Shinobu had said he would not spend this weekend at home. He had promised his friend—a girl named Hamaji—to go to museums together with her boyfriend for so-called...double date. Shinobu groaned inwardly. He wondered how Hamaji concluded that he was dating someone. No, he did not date anyone. He was just...yes, he was just close to this person. Hamaji had laughed at that statement—saying that Shinobu had had no idea what he had been talking about.

Shinobu pulled out his smart phone, staring at its screen as if it was staring him back. The blonde went through the contact list absentmindedly and stopped when he saw one name. If Hamaji had been here, the girl would have grinned madly at him. Shinobu shivered at the thought. He unconsciously tapped a dial sign on his smart phone. The boy gasped and he tried to cancelled the call. Too bad the other person had picked the call first.

"Hello, Shinobu." A deep, too familiar voice echoed through his ear. Shinobu did not say anything. "Shinobu?" The man asked again, this time with a hint of concern, "Are you there?"

Oh, well...

"Yes, Genpachi-san." Shinobu answered while straightening his back. He leaned against a wall next to window. "I just want to remind you about tomorrow."

"Oh, the museum? Sure, I won't miss it," replied Genpachi in light tone, "What are you doing now, Shinobu?"

"Me? Hmm, let's see..." His eyes went back to the window, looking down to grassy ground with colorful dried maple leaves on its surface. "I just came back from cafeteria."

Genpachi laughed. "Lunchtime chaos?"

Shinobu laughed too. The cafeteria always turned into a battle field during lunchtime, thanked to limited edition special lunch box and super delicious melon bread. Shinobu often brought his own lunch box to school but sometimes he just completely forgot. "It was like The Hunger Games without any arrow," Shinobu said, "I bet you're having lunch now? Convenience store?"

"The greatest place to get lunch ever," replied Genpachi, followed by voice of man on background. It seemed that Genpachi at cashier counter. "So...I'll see you tomorrow?"

Shinobu smiled. "Yes. Have a good da—"

"Wait, wait!" Genpachi cut him off. "What about dinner? My treat."

The first thing Shinobu had learned about Genpachi's character had been his impulsive nature. The man often call him out of the blue to get dinner or afternoon coffee together. Sometimes Genpachi just showed up when Shinobu was hanging out with his best friend. Shinobu—much to his own surprise—did not mind. It felt like listening to audio novel whenever Genpachi told him about criminal cases the black haired man had solved. They also shared same interest in books and American TV series even though the man barely had time to watch TV.

"You mean, tonight?" Shinobu asked back. "But we..."

"...are going to meet tomorrow, I know." Genpachi continued, "Listen, you don't have to—"

Shinobu could not suppress his smirk anymore. He finally said, "Felicitá? Seven fifteen?"

"Felicitá, seven fifteen." Genpachi repeated.

Now, Shinobu needed to tell his father that he would not join them for dinner. He hoped his uncle would not be hopping mad since the man did not get along that well with Genpachi. Tonight was going to be very interesting.

.

.
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	2. Chapter 2

Chapter 2 : Friends?

It all started with a notebook.

...and no matter how cheesy it sounded, yes it all started with a notebook.

Several months ago, Genpachi had accidentally dropped his notebook in front of his favorite Italian restaurant. He had not realized that until there had been someone waiting for him at Shinjuku Police Station's lobby. The person had introduced himself as Inue Shinobu. The first time Genpachi had met Shinobu—even though the boy had seen him at the restaurant before—the detective had been caught by Shinobu's turquoise eyes. The very pair of eyes had been looking at him directly, as if its turquoise orbs had tried to break into his mind. Genpachi had had odd shiver at the thought, to be honest.

Shinobu had picked and returned his notebook.

Guessing the boy had probably been only on his first year, Genpachi then had cursed inwardly how stupid he had been to drop such important notebook. He always wrote his investigation on the notebook, describing into details and sometimes just simply scribbled down his bizzare hypothesis regarding criminal cases. He had wondered if Shinobu had taken a look inside. Anyway, Genpachi had been so relieved that Shinobu had returned the notebook. Thankfully, the boy had not asked anything—Genpachi hated overly curious brat—and excused himself as soon as Genpachi had thanked him.

When Genpachi had thought their meeting would have been a one time only, he had been taken aback by a simple green post-it attached on one of his notebook pages. He had read the hand written sentence on it in whisper: please take care of your health, thank you for your hard work.

And Genpachi had sprinted from the lobby to pedestrian area, searching frantically for a boy that he had only know several minutes before. His stomach had been twisted in a very strange way. It had been a weird, odd feeling. When he had finally found Shinobu among the crowd, Genpachi had lost for words. In the end, he he only managed to invite him for coffee.

Shinobu had accepted his invitation.

From a short trip to coffee shop, their meeting continued—somehow. From coffee during weekend to lunch or dinner then a quick shopping trip to Shinjuku. The most bizzare one was when he had met Shinobu accidentally when he had been doing a stakeout. Surprisingly, Shinobu had guessed it in the first place and acted as if he had not been bothered at all. Shinobu was too smart for eighteen year old boy. Genpachi sometimes wondered if kids nowadays were smarter than his generation.

Oh, speaking of age difference...

"...nine years," Genpachi muttered as he entered Felicitá. The restaurant was full with customers, mostly group of young people and couples. Genpachi walked straight to the bar and sat on the stool.

A waiter who had recognized him as a regular, quickly approached him. "Good evening, Inukai-san," he greeted, taking out a notepad and pen, "Would you like for the usual set menu?"

"Could you wait for a while? I'm still waiting for my friend," answered Genpachi, "But, yes, I want to order the same."

"Certainly."

The waiter turned around just in time a tall brunet opened the kitchen door. "Oi, Genpachi, long time no see!" The man waved his hand and stepped forward to stand in front of Genpachi.

"I was here a week ago, Kobungo." Genpachi shook his head. Really, Inuta Kobungo a.k.a owner of Felicitá was always full of energy. He seemed bouncy everyday as if he never knew the word 'exhausted' or 'tired'. Genpachi had been introduced to him from a mutual friend and since then Genpachi had been Felicitá's regular. He and the brunet sometimes went for drink but it only happened two or three times a year because their different schedule, especially Genpachi who were busied by solving criminal cases. Kobungo, worried of Genpachi's lack of social life, often told him to 'go get exciting life'.

Too bad, for Genpachi, excitement meant running around to catch criminals.

"Not with Shinobu-kun?" Kobungo's voice brought Genpachi back to the present.

Genpachi unconsciously looked over his shoulder. "He's coming soon," said the detective, "I came too early."

Kobungo smiled in return. "It's good to see ya like that."

"Pardon?" Genpachi arched an eyebrow.

"You know, to see you close to someone," replied the tall brunet, "The kid is very nice too and seems to like you..."

"Don't you dare giving me any funny idea," Genpachi interrupted, holding up a hand in front of Kobungo's grinning face. He grimaced at that expression. He knew Kobungo would bring out something like...

"No worries, I won't tell Ma about this," Kobungo said and winked playfully, "yet."

Genpachi could only groan. He really wanted to give a good smack on Kobungo's head. "Speaking of Aunty..." The man quickly cleared his throat and straightened his back. "How is she doing nowadays?" Genpachi knew Kobungo's parents quite well. In fact, he had visited their house several times. Kobungo's mother was a talkative lady. She could be funny and strick in the same time. Kobungo's father was an older version of Kobungo himself—full of energy and always talked in loud voice.

"Ma's fine. She's been happy actually."

"Huh? Why's that?"

Kobungo grinned wildly and his cheeks turned into crimson color.

"No, you did not..." Genpachi leaned over the bar and stared at his friend. "Don't tell me that...you already got girlfriend!"

"Boyfriend." Kobungo corrected, suppressing his laugh as Genpachi's eyes turned into saucer. "I know, I know... I always dated girls before. But, ya see...this man...how should I say? He's just...hmmm. I fell head over heels for him!" He ended his statement with hands thrown into the air. "I'll introduce you to him next time. His name's Keno, by the way."

Genpachi nodded. He still could not believe that Kobungo would end up dating a man! The Inuta Kobungo who had always believed in soulmate and chased girls was dating a man! The word had to be upside down now. Genpachi had no problem with same sex relationship. To tell the truth, he had almost experienced that when he had been in high school. You know, teenagers with raging hormones...

"So, I think it's okay if ya wanna go date that boy," continued Kobungo and just before Genpachi could protest, he made a fake cough. "Oh, good evening, Shinobu-kun."

Shinobu smiled politely. "Good evening, Inuta-san."

Kobungo received would-you-just-shut-up glare from Genpachi. The brunet shrugged it off easily and threw a meaningful grin at the duo. "I'll leave you guys," he said, "Don't worry, I know what you gonna order. Would you like tiramisu for dessert, Shinobu-kun? And please, do call me Kobungo."

"Why of course, Kobungo-san." Shinobu laughed in amusement.

Kobungo disappeared behind kitchen door.

"Did you wait long?" asked Shinobu as he took a seat on stool next to Genpachi.

Genpachi shook his head. "I just came too early. The workload turned to be not as much as I expected. So, how's your week?"

"I thought it would be nice to finally be free from student council duty but somewhat I found it really weird to be at home earlier than I used to before." Shinobu sighed, letting a single frown on his petit face. His left fingers were drumming on table surface. "And it's so hard not to go to student council room during lunch break. I used to check whether the president and other members were doing things correctly."

"I believe if you didn't choose to be a doctor, you would be a good secretary on the future," Genpachi said, smiling.

Shinobu smiled back.

Listening to Shinobu talking about his school life and friends, Genpachi noticed that Shinobu barely talked about himself. To be honest, up until now, Genpachi did not know what Shinobu's hobby was. The boy had mentioned about reading books during weekend but...come on, many people read books and it did not mean they loved reading as a hobby. He did not know if Shinobu had sibling or not. He only guessed Shinobu was an only child as the boy had told him that he was often alone at home during weekdays' night. Only one thing was clear to the detective: both Shinobu's father and uncle did not really like Genpachi. He only met them twice, first when he had taken Shinobu home after dinner three weeks after they had met for the first time. Somehow, Shinobu's uncle had ended up waiting for his nephew in front of condominium building. The man—Genpachi had mistaken him as Shinobu's big brother because of his young-looking face—quickly pulled—snatched, to be exact—Shinobu away from Genpachi before giving the detective a dead glare. Heck, they had not even had proper self-introduction. Meanwhile, meeting Shinobu's father was the whole different story...

.

_Shinjuku Station during rush hour was like an overflowing pool, especially the time when office workers exited the business area. Genpachi tended to avoid them, and thanked to his workload he did not need to face that kind of crowd that often. So, today, standing not far from Shinjuku Station's west exit, Genpachi could not help but frown at his surroundings. He began to regret his decision to meet Shinobu at train station instead at their usual meeting point, Felicità. He just… He just felt band whenever they got dinner together, they always went straight to Felicità which was quite far from Shinobu's home or school. At least Genpachi could pick Shinobu up at the train station if he had time._

_Genpachi frowned again._

_'Why did I act like I'm love-struck?' He fought an urge to pace back and forth while his eyes glanced at the exit. Then he saw Shinobu walked through the gate in his school uniform…with a man who had a long, light colored hair with fair skin and a pair of turquoise eyes like Shinobu's. Genpachi somewhat had a bad feeling about him. The man had an uncanny resemblance to Shinobu's uncle._

_"Genpachi-san, you did come." Shinobu beamed as he sighted the detective._

_"I told you I'd come," replied Genpachi. His eyed the man who stood behind Shinobu and gave him a polite nod._

_"Oh, sorry. Dad, this is Inukai Genpachi-san, a friend that Hazuki mentioned before," Shinobu continued, tugging his father's hand._

_Genpachi unconsciously smiled at the gesture which reminded him of a pair of father and small child he often encountered on the way from his apartment to working place. Wait...what had the boy just said? Dad? This good-looking man who looked like a model of big company advertisement was Shinobu's father? But didn't he look too young to be Shinobu's parents? The man had to be around his early thirties!_

_The man bowed slightly, flashing a very gentleman-like smile. "Hello, Inukai-san, my name is Inue Kagetsu. Thank you for taking care of my son all this time. I hope you can remain only to be his friend."_

_What? 'Only to be his friend?' Genpachi mentally repeated the man's words carefully, trying to ensure himself that he actually had heard it wrong._

_"Dad, please, you made it sounded like I was still a kid." Shinobu protested. He seemed to be oblivious to his father's sarcastic remarks._

_"Oh, you are always be a kid, Shinobu." Kagetsu ruffled his son's silky hair. "It's interesting to see you have a friend who is actually much older than yourself. Perhaps he can teach you so many things. Right, Inukai-san?"_

_Why did Genpachi think that Kagetsu had emphasized the 'much older' part. He was not that old! He was going to be twenty eight years old next year! 'Old' was meant to people who would reach their forties or even fifties. Grumbling inwardly, he then focused at the reason why Inue Kagestu was here in the first place._

_Meanwhile, Kagetsu threw Genpachi a look that sent a shiver through his spine almost immediately. Genpachi wondered if Kagetsu was also a cop or something. The man was so good on intimidating other people but it did not mean Genpachi would just give up easily. Instead of backing off, the detective replied in polite tone, "Shinobu-kun is very smart for his age. Sometimes I think he's the older one here, not me. So, Inue-san, are you join us for dinner?"_

_"No." Kagetsu was slightly taken aback by Genpachi's blunt offer. He patted Shinobu's back and continued, "Actually I am here for business dinner with my client. Just happened to be on same area."_

_"Next time you should bring your client to Felicitá, Dad. I think they'll like it," Shinobu said._

_"Sure, why not?" Kagetsu looked down to his son, smiling softly. "And remember your curfew."_

_Shinobu grinned._

_"I'll see you next time, Inukai-san." Kagetsu shook Genpachi's hand firmly. "Remember, the curfew."_

_Genpachi was sure Kagetsu had an intention to murder him next time they met._

.

A week after that odd meeting, Shinobu had told Genpachi that he had actually noticed how his father and uncle being hostile to the detective. Genpachi had been surprised and looked scandalized, while Shinobu had only snickered at his reaction. The boy had told him that his uncle—Hazuki—was very protective and sometimes too dramatic, and his father... Well, Kagetsu was only worried for his son. Genpachi had wanted to ask more about the Inue family but just before he could have raised a question, Shinobu had changed the conversation topic.

"...then it just came into my mind." Shinobu's voice brought Genpachi back to present time. Shinobu waved his hand in front of the man's face. "Genpachi-san, are you listening to me?"

"Oh, sorry. I was spacing out. What did you say?" asked Genpachi, running his fingers into his own hair.

"I was talking about how often we hang out together," said Shinobu, "Don't you have friends around your age? Sorry, it just came into my mind."

Genpachi looked at the boy thoughtfully. Well... He did have friends around his age but they barely had time to meet, except for the one and only Inozuka Nachi—they had been on the same year in Police Academy—who often called him in the middle of the night only to ask such quirky question like 'what do you think about black tuxedo?' or 'do you think I should eat natto as midnight snack?'.

"I have," Genpachi finally answered, "but you see, working adults don't have so much free time."

"Yet you have time to have dinner with me."

Genpachi shot him a questioning look. "Because you have more free time, I guess."

"Compared to your adult friends?"

The detective nodded.

Shinobu tapped his index finger on the table surface just in time Kobungo showed up from kitchen bringing two of them special set menu. The rest of the night went by with no excitement. Genpachi told Shinobu about his latest criminal case while the blond boy shared his university study plan. By nine, Genpachi took Shinobu home by car. They said goodbye quickly before Shinobu went inside the condominium building.

Was it just him or...

Why had Shinobu avoided eye contact tonight?

.
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	3. Chapter 3

Chapter 3 : Nightmare

"Mommy?"

A pair of turquoise eyes scanned through the entire apartment, narrowing as the only source of light was a small lamp on top of low table. The apartment was bare—a kitchen, tatami room with closet, and bathroom. A futon was sprawled on the tatami floor, where the boy was sitting on. He was barely five, alone in this tiny apartment. Tears gathered on his eyes but he fought hard not to cry. He knew if he cried, his mother would get mad and slap him on his face or pushed him to the floor. Last time he had cried, his mother had thrown a pan at him. He remembered their next door neighbor had come knocking the door, asking whether everything had been alright since she had heard loud noise. His mother had given her a glare and told her not to bother with other people's business, making the old lady leaving with a scowl.

Shinobu recalled how much it hurt when a pan hit your head. Since that day, Shinobu did not dare to cry. If his mother began yelling and screaming, Shinobu would look down to the floor and observed his tiny toes. The little boy dragged his thin blanket to the corner of room and wrapped himself while mumbling how cold the air was. He hugged his only friend, a brown teddy bear which had lost its left eye, and whispered, "I wonder where mommy is going... Do you know where she is now, Kuma-chan?" He stared at the teddy bear. "Oh, you don't know too? I guess that's okay. I am not lonely because you are here with me..." Shinobu sighed, squirming under the blanket.

He had to wait for his mother now. He guessed his mother would not be back until dawn. Too bad the boy could not read the clock. His mother said he was stupid because he could not remember numbers. Well, zero and one were the only number he could remember since it was so simple. You drew circle and stick, done!

Shinobu jumped when he heard a loud banging sound. He scrambled on his feet, clutching the teddy bear even tighter. He took hesitant steps and walked to the entrance area. There, he found his mother was leaning against the wall. Her beautiful long hair was a mess. Her clothes were dishaveled. Shinobu gulped, watching his mommy turned her head toward him. She smiled sweetly but Shinobu felt his stomach twisted.

"Oh, my boy Shinobu!" She cried, throwing her hands into the air dramatically. "My son, Shinobu! Did I tell you to go to sleep?"

Shinobu fidgeted. "I...I'm not sleepy, Mommy."

The woman nodded. She threw her bag to the floor then stomped until she reached the tatami room. "Shinobu, what did you just call me?"

"M-mommy?"

"What?" Her voice was high pitch.

Shinobu began to tremble. "M-m-mom...mommy?"

She suddenly shrieked, "How dare you to call me mommy! I'm not your mother!" She grabbed Shinobu by his hair and the boy cried in pain. Tears were running freely on his delicate cheeks. "I'm not you mother! You are not my son! I have no son!"

"P-plea...se, Mommy... It hurts..." Shinobu sobbed wildly but soon stopped by a blow on his face. Shinobu gasped in surprise. He could not even make a move as the woman gave a kick on his stomach. Shinobu's cries slowly turned into soft whimpers after a while. He did not register how many times his mother kicked him. His body was numb. His mother finally left him alone, slamming the apartment door behind. From the corner of his eyes, Shinobu saw his teddy bear laying innocently on the floor. Somehow it had lost its right eye. Shinobu cried. He cried for the poor teddy bear that had already gone blind.

"S-sorry," Shinobu whimpered, "I'm so...s-sorry..."

Then out of nowhere, his small body was surrounded by warmth. Shinobu vaguely heard another voice. No, it was not his mother's. It was a man's. The voice was soft and soothing like a lullaby. "Shinobu, open your eyes," the voice said, "Shh, it's okay...open your eyes, son. You are safe now..."

And Shinobu opened his eyes.

Another pair of turquoise eyes were staring at him with concern and fear yet looked relieved in the same time. Shinobu blinked. He tried to focus to see where he was. A room? No, not his apartment. This room was bigger and...warmer. He was laying on comfortable bed with comforter and...and... "D-dad?" Shinobu whispered in hoarse voice, "Dad?"

Kagetsu smiled. "Come on, Shinobu. It's time to wake up."

Shinobu noticed his father's arms wrapped around him. "I...I was..."

"You had nightmare, Shinobu." Another voice came around. Shinobu slowly turned his head to his right and caught a sight of another man—Hazuki.

Shinobu nodded, feeling exhausted for unknown reason. Well, if he had been crying on his sleep, that was no wonder he felt this tired. He unconsciously snuggled closer to his father. His mind was still hazy and the last thing he wanted was losing the warmth.

"Sleep, Shinobu," Kagetsu whispered, kissing the top of his son's head.

When Shinobu woke up next morning, he was greeted by over excited Natsume and the delicious smell of pancake. He groggily stood up then followed Natsume to living area. Kagetsu and Hazuki were already at dining table. Kagetsu was drinking his morning coffee while Hazuki was absentmindedly flipped through latest interior magazine's pages. Kagetsu smiled when he noticed Shinobu's presence.

"Morning," Shinobu mumbled, rubbing his eyes.

"Hi, there." Kagetsu put his cup down. "Do you want maple or chocolate syrup for your pancake?"

"Uhm...both?" The boy grinned.

Hazuki muttered something about Shinobu's appointment to dentist before pushing his magazine. "I'll drive you to Ueno Park," he said, making Shinobu arched an eyebrow. "What?"

"I thought you did not like me hanging out too much with friends during weekend," replied Shinobu, shrugging.

"Cheeky brat! Eat or I'll shove pancake to your mouth!" Hazuki put three pancakes to Shinobu's plate and poured himself another cup of coffee.

Kagetsu watched the scene before him in amusement. "Speaking of friends," he spoke up, "How are you and Hamaji-chan getting along?"

Shinobu had told Kagetsu and Hazuki about Hamaji, and the two of them seemed to be impressed by Hamaji's by the time they had actually met her. Kagetsu liked Hamaji's politeness, and Hazuki admitted that Hamaji was a smart girl—Hazuki rarely praised people outside his own family. Moreover, Hamaji was dating Kaname who also a cousin of Shinobu's best friend making the girl earned more trust from both men. If only they knew how Hamaji brew those suspicious herbal tea... Wait until Hamaji was 'kind' enough to bring the herbal tea as a gift. Oh, anyway... Kagetsu had been more than happy when he had learned that Hamaji had given his son a tour in medical school. The man knew Shinobu always had interest in medical field. Shinobu watched medical-themed American TV series a lot—from Private Practice to House and Royal Pains. Hazuki was often forced to watch those and ended up falling asleep on couch after fifteen minutes.

"She's great as usual, Dad," Shinobu replied, "I still have no idea how she managed to get free pass to all museums in Tokyo, though."

"Probably from her boyfriend." Hazuki laughed slightly. It was quite interesting to see the Osaki's heir being dragged around by the red haired girl.

Kagetsu nodded in agreement. "Well, I'm going to check e-mail on the computer while you two finish your breakfast, okay?" He stood up from his chair and walked to his study room. Hazuki did not miss a meaningful glance his brother casted on him.

Shinobu had moved his attention to his plate when Hazuki moved to chair beside him. The boy put down his fork almost immediately as Hazuki began speaking, "Do you want to tell me about it?"

"About what?"

Hazuki sighed. "Your nightmare?"

Shinobu tensed. He dropped his eyes, staring at table surface. "No," he mumbled. He did not mean to but his voice failed him.

"Shinobu," Hazuki continued, taking Shinobu's hands to his lap gently, "We have talked about this before. Whenever you have nightmare, you should—"

"Tell you or dad about it so I won't feel restless," Shinobu cut him off. "Hazuki, it wasn't that bad. I was just tired and...I was overthinking about...stuff."

Hazuki frowned. "Stuff?"

"Can we not talk about this, please?" Shinobu gave his uncle a desperate look. He hated looking so insecure. He hated being weak, especially in front of other people, even his best friend. Only Kagetsu and Hazuki had a privilage to see his vulnerable side.

Hazuki seemed to hesitate but he finally decided to drop the subject. "Okay," he said, ruffling Shinobu's blond locks, "Just don't overwork yourself. Promise?"

Shinobu smiled. "Promise."

.

Genpachi reached for his car key as he eyed the television. The morning news showed a press conference of politician who involved in fraud. Well, he got more famous, Genpachi thought and turned the television off. He was not a kind of person who watched television a lot. He barely had any time to watch it except for morning or late night news and midnight drama. He mostly read on his laptop and newspaper when he was at his office. The man preferred sleeping and reading—absentmindedly—books during his days off and weekends. Lately, he was so busy into criminal cases since the criminal rate around Shinjuku, especially those in Kabukicho area, was increasing rapidly. There was even a rumor that a spesific yakuza group was gradually taking control over Tokyo. Genpachi rolled his eyes everytime he heard the rumor. If only those people knew what happened behind the NPA and National Public Safety Commision... The latest yakuza scandal in Shinjuku which involved sons of a very famous politician which also Shinobu's friends—Genpachi had cursed on that—had shaken the old men of NPA and Tokyo MPD. Apparently it was like a prologue of suspense novel; the beginning of almost-invisible chaos. The yakuza's movement was very bold lately, and their internal conflicts over power domination was such a pain in ass.

While Genpachi was busy trying to ignore the news, he did not notice someone opened his apartment door then tapped his shoulder from behind. Genpachi swriled around swiftly, grabbing the stranger's forearm then pinned him against the wall. When he finally noticed who the man was, Genpachi glared. "What the hell, Nachi..."

"Good morning." Nachi grinned mischeviously. "You know, this position is uncomfortable.

"How the heck did you enter my place?" Genpachi asked, sighing.

Nachi shrugged. "Spare key?"

"Yeah, right..." The dark haired man rolled his eyes as he tightened his grip.

"Ooow! Fine, fine! I was practicing my lock picking skill!" Nachi grimaced in pain.

Genpachi sighed. "You should have told me erlier." He released Nachi from his grip then crossed his arms on chest. "What are you doing here?" Genpachi was used to have Nachi barging into his apartment on midnight but not in the morning. Nachi was a heavy sleeper and he slept like a log during weekends. The only thing that could wake him up was a blaring alarm from special cell phone they each had for emergency only.

"Social visit, of course!" Nachi walked through the corridor to living area, ignoring Genpachi's exasperated sigh. Genpachi followed behind—in defeat, he sometimes did not understand why he could survive from Nachi's antics. Seeing how clean the place was, Nachi sighed dramatically. "Still not living here, I see..."

"What do you mean?"

"This place is so spotless!" Nachi ran his fingers on coffee table, feeling its squeky clean surface. "Let me guess, you haven't cooked for months."

"I don't cook," said Genpachi, "And I know you are not here for social visit. If you only have intention to ruin my weekend, so do kindly walk out of my place."

Nachi waved his hand. "Geez, you are no fun! Okay, listen, I'm here because the old men of the commision want us to investigate further on Shiou Branch."

"For what? I thought it's not our business to begin with." Genpachi glanced at the clock, making sure he would not be late to meet Shinobu at Ueno Park.

"It seems that Shiou Branch has something to do with NPA. They don't want the media and public find out there's something amiss."

Genpachi sighed. "So, you told me that we have to find out what's the connection between Shiou Branch and NPA then remove all evidence before the public and other cops have their hands on this case?"

Nachi clicked his tongue. "They want it to be finished by Monday."

"Monday?" Genpachi arched an eyebrow. "And we need to start...what? Now?"

"That's why I'm here, my friend!" Nachi lifted his laptop bag which Genpachi had no idea how that thing could be there. Again, Nachi was always annoyingly unpredictable.

.

Hazuki pulled up his car in front of Ueno Park and Shinobu unbuckled his seat belt. Ueno Park reminded Hazuki of the time when he and Kagetsu had taken Shinobu to the park for the first time. Shinobu had been around six or seven years old. The boy had been glancing through the crowd with wary eyes while Kagetsu had given him gentle, reassuring squeeze on his bony shoulders. Hazuki had thought Shinobu would have cried but surprisingly he had not done anything but asking Kagetsu whether they could sit on the bench. Kagetsu had been a proud father that time and Hazuki had felt like jumping in joy because they had successed another mission—introducing Shinobu to public space.

"Hazuki? I'm going now," Shinobu said.

The man looked up to meet his nephew's turquoise eyes. "Oh, yeah, sure..."

"Hazuki."

"Hmm?"

Shinobu encircled his arms around Hazuki's neck and inhaled deeply. "I'm sorry for making you worried," he said with a very soft voice, "It was only a nightmare, nothing more. So, please don't think too much about it, alright?"

Hazuki did not miss Shinobu's shaky voice and slightly trembling fingers. He was always there with Shinobu whenever the boy had to cope with his nightmares. He really wanted to find out what was wrong since he knew Shinobu barely had nightmare for these past five years. There had to be something that had triggered the nightmare and Hazuki believed it would be a hard time to make Shinobu talk. Then, not wanting to complicate the situation, he decided to let the matter slip away—for now. "I know," Hazuki replied, wrapping one arm on Shinobu's waist while stroking the boy's blond locks. He gently pulled away from Shinobu and smiled. "Go have fun."

The boy gave him a wide grin.

.

.
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Chapter 4 : I'm Fine

Hamaji had not been born in Tokyo. She had been born in a small village where she recalled almost its entire people had been working as farmer. She actually did not remember where the village was located. It was really, really small and perhaps you would not find it on the map. Her family had been so poor that she vaguely remembered his mother had worked for several stores. Her father had been dead for a long time, and Hamaji thought his death had been such a great pain for her mother. The woman had not mentioned her husband even for once. Hamaji had only known her father from neighbors, saying that her father had been a nice, gentle person they had ever met. Honestly, Hamaji did not remember what her parents' face looked like. She had inherited her wavy hair from her mother, and too bad she had not had any time to take at least one photograph of her parents. The only thing she had as a reminder of her family was a piece of flower-shaped hairpin.

The girl shook her head then smiled a bit. She rarely thought of her biological family. For her, it seemed like a distant memory—something that looked like an old, black and white movie. However, she could not help but wonder what if she had stayed in the village. What if her mother had not passed away… What if…

"…Hamaji-chan? Hamaji-chan?"

Hamaji blinked and turned her body. She saw Kaname was standing in front of vending machine with two cans of juice. "What?" she asked.

"I was asking which one do you like, grape or orange juice." Kaname lifted the cans up as he approached his—yes, yes finally ladies and gentlemen!—girlfriend.

"Orange." Hamaji replied, taking the canned juice from Kaname's hand. She glanced at the cloudy sky, wondering if the weather would turn bad later. Going to Ueno Park in bad weather was not a great idea although they could easily find any shelter from pouring rain. This morning's weather forecast had said something about 60 percent chance of cloud but not the rain. Hamaji turned his attention to the passersby. Everybody loved Ueno Park, from small kids to elderlies, making it a perfect place to see how Japanese people interacted with each other. However, Hamaji was not here to make any human observation which somehow had turned out into her quite quirky hobby.

She and Kaname took a seat on a bench nearby. "I told you we came too early," Kaname said then drank his juice.

"Better than being late." Hamaji smiled. "Anyway, have you heard anything from Shino and Rio? You said you've asked them to join us for New Year party."

Kaname smirked mischievously. "Well, we can drag them anytime to our New Year party. I've asked my father's secretary to book private jet to New York."

"Times Square!" Hamaji squealed, "I can't wait! Shino and Rio must come with us. Oh, and we should ask Shinobu too since he's Shino's best friend."

"And everybody will have their lover while he's alone. I don't think that's a good idea, Hamaji." Kaname threw the empty can to the garbage bin.

"Oh, please." Hamaji waved her hand and giggled slightly. "We can invite Genpachi-san."

Kaname laughed. Hamaji talked a lot about Shinobu and Genpachi lately. She swore that she saw a spark on Genpachi's eyes every time the detective was talking to Shinobu. Actually, Hamaji had tried to set up Shinobu and Genpachi on the real date. Real date—for Hamaji—did not include weekly dinner at Felicità or afternoon coffee. It seemed that Hamaji had been reading too much shoujo manga. No wonder Hamaji had picked up Ueno Park as their weekend getaway. Kaname glanced at couples around them—too many of them. Kaname even sighted his classmate holding hand with his girlfriend. Less than five minutes later, they saw Shinobu coming and the boy was obviously trying to find two of them.

"Shinobu!" Hamaji called just in time Kaname was about to approach the high school boy.

As Shinobu's eyes caught them, he smiled. "I hope you didn't wait that long."

"No, no," Kaname said, "Someone's so overexcited here." He playfully glanced at his girlfriend who lightly jabbed on his ribs in return. Kaname made a mock grimace. "I thought you were with Genpachi-san," Kaname continued. For these past two months, Kaname noticed that somehow Shinobu and Genpachi had become a… He did not know how to describe it. A set? Like a lunch set you often found at family restaurant? Hamaji had frowned at Kaname for lack of imagination when the young man had mentioned about the lunch set thing.

Shinobu shrugged. "He can't make it."

"Huh? Why?" Hamaji cocked her head.

"He just texted me a while ago, saying there's an emergency at the station." Shinobu unconsciously took out his smart phone from jeans pocket and toyed with it. He did not see Hamaji and Kaname exchanged glance as if they were contemplating what to say to Shinobu.

Kaname's face finally broke into wide grin. "So…museum?"

.

Genpachi was on the verge to make a grand entrance to main house of one of Shinjuku's most notable yakuza groups and drag their leader to MPD headquarter in Kasumigaseki. Sometimes, he really hated his job and could not help but curse his family for being too loyal to Japan's law enforcement. He wondered if his grandfather and father had been in the same situation like his. Genpachi groaned inwardly as he put another wrong combination to enter NPA's computer system. Nachi, who was sitting opposite of him, arched an eyebrow and smirked.

"Someone's being a drama queen here." He snorted.

Genpachi ignored the comment and kept typing on his keyboard.

"I didn't mean to interrupt your date, you know," Nachi continued as he reached green folder on the coffee table, "Well, you can take him for dinner another time, right? I heard there's a nice restaurant near—"

"Nachi, it's not a date. Going to museum with three people is hardly a date and…" Genpachi raised his hand before Nachi could make any comment. "I don't date. There's no time."

"Yeah, yeah..." Nachi snickered. "Keep making excuses, my friend. You don't date because you are super busy. You don't date because you have more important thing to do…aah, what's that? Doing endless underground tasks for NPA and the NSPC?" He dramatically pointed at himself. "And what about me, eh? I can still manage to find a date!"

"You don't date, Nachi," Genpachi corrected, "You sleep with women and…men."

Nachi winked. "Another joy as full-fledged adult. Don't give me that look. Geez…! For your information, I don't have any interest with your little boyfriend. He's out of my league."

Genpachi sighed and shook his head. "He's not my little…boyfriend." He suddenly felt a huge lump stuck on his throat. Focus, Inukai Genpachi! Focus! Genpachi screamed inside his head then glared at his tab as if it was a crime suspect. He could hear series of muffled giggles coming from Nachi's direction.

Yes.

Inukai Genpachi was on the verge of deleting all important data from NPA's computer system in order to threaten those demanding old men to stop giving him impossible assignment. He was not a fan of Tom Cruise or Mission Impossible, thank you very much. Genpachi rubbed his face with his two palms furiously. He glanced at his smart phone. The last chat with Shinobu was two hours ago. He had decided to use chatting application exclusively only for Shinobu but sometimes he just sent the boy text message or e-mail. He did not understand why youngsters nowadays were so into chatting application… Fuck. He sounded like an old man…

The detective admitted that Shinobu's presence had brought him a change. He spent more and more time for leisure, like going for dinner and watching movie on weekend. It allowed him to have a short escape from his duty, to forget that he was part of special program which he had not intended to join in the first place.

"Have you done sulking?" Nachi's voice pulled him back to the reality in front of him: massive data from NPA's and MPD's computers. It seemed that those two institutions had done good works.

"What is it?" Genpachi asked back. He opened several folders that contained information about recent yakuza suspicious activities. Well, again, yakuza always acted suspicious.

"Don't you think it's time to pay a visit to our dear friend?" Nachi closed his laptop and looked up only to see Genpachi staring absentmindedly at a document. The long haired man muttered, "Love-struck teenager…"

.

Shinobu followed Hamaji and Kaname to Tokyo Metropolitan Art Museum to see an exhibition of a painter whose name Shinobu had forgotten only five minutes after Hamaji had mentioned it. He had lost interest on the art exhibition. Weird, he thought. He felt like a hormonal girl who had a constant mood-swing. Shinobu groaned inwardly, scolding himself because he was being so immature. No, he was not disappointed just because Genpachi could not make it today. Well, today was just another casual outing with friends—no more than that. It was not as if they were going to have a double date either. Oh, yes, double date—sounded ridiculous didn't it?

They entered the museum area and went straight to exhibition hall on the second floor. There were many people there since it was also the first day of the exhibition. Kaname pushed the glass door led to the exhibition room and suddenly halted on his step. "My, my…look who we got here," said Kaname.

"Oh, you gotta be kidding me. Why must I see your face again after last night? You were such a major turn off when me and Sou—hmmffhh!"

"Well, Shino, that was little bit too much of information." Sousuke stood behind his boyfriend with one palm covered the boy's mouth. He gave them a polite smile then noticed Shinobu among the three. "Hello, Shinobu-kun," he greeted as he released his palm.

Shinobu smiled back. "Hello, Sousuke-san, Shino. A date?"

Shino smirked. "Well, if you could count listening to Sou's long lecture on impressionism as a date."

Hamaji giggled and Sousuke patted his boyfriend's head gently.

The next thirty minutes, the group spent their time observing every painting there. Shinobu was grateful that at least there was no abstract painting. It did not mean that he hated abstract art. However, he found it rather irritating that he could not grasp the concept of the art easily even though people said you could enjoy the art without understanding the meaning behind it. Everything had a purpose and every event happened because of a reason which also brought a consequence in our life. If an artist created his or her art work for a purpose, would not it be meaningless if people failed to see through it? Shinobu felt pity for that artist.

"You've been glaring at the poor painting for five minutes already, Shinobu."

He heard Shino snicker from behind. The blond boy turned back and gave a tiny smile to his best friend. "A glare won't kill," replied Shinobu, shrugging.

Shino only hummed and stepped forward, looking over Shinobu's shoulder to take a good look at the painting. "He looks like you," said Shino. He pointed at a young boy on the painting. He had same haircut with Shinobu. The painting itself showed a scenery of lake with the boy standing on a boat. The boy was leaning over, staring at his own reflection on the lake surface. The color of the painting was warm yet Shino somehow felt loneliness crept from every corner of it. He was about to make a comment when he noticed Shinobu had pulled his lips into thin line. "Hey, are you okay?" Shino asked softly.

Shinobu looked taken aback by the question. "Oh, yes...I..."

The younger of the two arched an eyebrow. "Shinobu, you know you can tell me anything." Shino emphasized the last word.

"Shino..."

"And I don't mind listening to your problem all night long. We can do a sleepover...oh! Or watch Disney movies. I know that sounds childish though but remember when we used to stay late because I wanted to watch Lion King over and over again? Nii-san was so mad after that." Shino suppressed a laugh. "But then he always stayed with us every time we had Disney marathon. I know he secretly enjoyed the songs."

Shinobu smiled. "I remember someone begged and cried to his mom because he wanted to get a warthog and named it Pumbaa."

"Hey!" Shino slapped Shinobu's upper arm. His cheeks were flushed in embarrassment. "I didn't cry!"

"Okay, you were whining." Shinobu rolled his eyes.

"Fine...fine, whatever." Shino threw his hands into the air with exasperated sigh. Shinobu smiled at his friend's antics. "But you see, Shinobu, I really mean it. We can stay all night whenever you want. You can talk whatever you want, I won't complain or get bored. Okay?"

"I'm fine, Shino," Shinobu said after taking a deep breath, "It's just...lately I feel really, really weird."

"Huh? Like what?"

Shinobu bit his lower lip. He had an urge to pull Shino to a hug like what they had always done when they had been kids. Sometimes it was better to be a kid because people would not question if you acted silly. "No, never mind. Just forget it, Shino," Shinobu said, "You see...me... Uhm, with all those things..." Now he did not make any sense at all. Shinobu took a glance at Shino's confused expression.

Great, just great Shinobu...you only make things more complicated.

"I'm sorry, Shino," Shinobu continued, "but I need to go now."

"Wha—"

He did not wait for Shino to finish his sentence. Shinobu took quick steps and went out of the exhibition room. He ignored Hamaji as the girl called his name. He brushed past Kaname and Sousuke who just happened were standing near the exit. When he was already on the outside of museum, the boy drew his smart phone. With shaky finger, he tapped quick dial and waited. His brain tried to reorganize his jumbling thoughts. On the second dial tone, somebody picked up.

"Shinobu?"

The boy was relieved to hear voice of a man who had pulled him away from six-year nightmare.

.

.
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Chapter 5: Ruined

Genpachi loved his job.

Nobody ever doubted it.

But Nachi sometimes wondered why his friend decided to cling on his profession. Being Genpachi's partner these past three years—plus roommate during their training in the Police Academy, Nachi knew how the NPA put a lot of expectation on his friend. If other people thought that Genpachi never complained, they were definitely wrong. After all, Genpachi had his limit, and he sometimes could be very far more impatient than Nachi even though Genpachi only showed it to few people including Nachi. He complained how his job was becoming more and more boring, and then Nachi would drag him to their favorite bar where he got his friend wasted. Alcohol-induced Genpachi was so amusing that Nachi often had an urge to record all Genpachi's random rambling.

The dark haired man would start to tell a story about his childhood, how demanding his father had been and how his mother had seemed to agree with everything his father had said. _Typical old-fashioned wife who treat her husband as the absolute master of house_, Genpachi told Nachi with a sneer. Nachi practically had remembered all stories a long time ago—and he was pretty sure he could write trilogy from Genpachi's childhood story alone. In conclusion, it was not his favorite story anymore. Well, what's more fun than watching your best friend whine about his failed love life. Yes. Contrary to their colleagues' belief that the man had zero romantic interest, Genpachi had dated several times. Mostly he dated a woman with a prominent family background. The women Genpachi had had relationship with were not spoiled one. They were talented and independent with own career and life. Nachi thought it was good for Genpachi to date that type of woman since Genpachi's job kept him away from special occasion such as so-called romantic day of Valentine's. However, Genpachi often became too focus on his job to notice that he had neglected his girlfriend.

It brought every relationship end in a very bad way and Nachi would always cheer Genpachi with a bottle of either scotch or bourbon.

The worst breakup had been a year ago. What made it big was the fact that Genpachi had actually been in a relationship for three years and engaged to the woman. Her name was Nui who happened to be a distant cousin of their favorite Italian restaurant's owner. Nui was beautiful woman with wavy brown hair and petite face. She was two years younger than Genpachi and a co-founder of popular health website. Nachi had read her blog on the website once. He had learned that Nui was a vegetarian—almost vegan—and did yoga at least an hour every day. She led a completely different life with Genpachi who ate convenience store food or take-out on daily basis. Nevertheless, Nui had been a perfect wife candidate and Genpachi had liked the brown-haired woman so much even though—now—Nachi wondered whether Genpachi had loved her in first place. However, Genpachi and Nui's relationship turned into very bad when Genpachi had started to work for the NPA.

Genpachi had begun to spend nights at Nachi's place in order to finish his work faster. At the same time, Nui had become busy and focused on her health product business. The breakup had been three months after their engagement. Genpachi had gone to Nui's place. He had wanted to give him surprise since his work with the NPA had mostly done. Genpachi had opened Nui's door with spare key then found Nui had been sleeping on bed. Naked. Her beautiful wavy hair had been sprawled on pillow sheet and then Genpachi had noticed someone had been using the shower. Finding out his fiancée sleeping with another man had been enough for Genpachi to break the engagement off.

Genpachi had wasted himself at a bar that night and the bartender had needed to call Nachi whose number had been on speed dial. Never in his life had Nachi been so grateful to have extra bedroom at his apartement because Genpachi had seemed to think that room as his safe haven. Genpachi had not wanted to step out of the damn bed for whole three days—except for toilet. Nachi had told the station and the NPA that Genpachi had caught a very bad cold and needed to get bed rest for a week. And for a week, Nachi had turned into a great carer. Nachi had thought Genpachi would have taken more time to mend his broken heart—_okay, that sounded like a cheesy romantic drama_, Nachi had admitted—but in exact one week, Genpachi had gathered himself.

But Genpachi never talked about the breakup after that. He shrugged everything off. Nachi remembered a day when Inuta Kobungo, the owner of the Italian restaurant Felicità, had accidentally mentioned Nui's name during their casual conversation. Kobungo had paled considerably and seemed ready to jump off of a cliff, meanwhile Nachi had groaned and cursed at Kobungo's carelessness inwardly. Genpachi had had one eyebrow arched then changed the topic into latest events in Tokyo. Since then, nobody ever mentioned Nui's name.

Nachi and Kobungo even often made a bet on how long Genpachi would survive without sleeping with any woman. The guy was sexually deprived! Nachi had no idea how Genpachi could hold his need. _Duh. Jerking off, obviously._ Nachi had seen a stack of porn magazines hidden under Genpachi's bed.

Then, when Nachi had found out that his friend took a high school boy for coffee or dinner at least once a week, he had had a sudden urge to spy on the boy. He had wondered how Inue Shinobu had captured Genpachi's eyes. However, from Genpachi's—really short—description, Nachi knew that Shinobu was more mature than teenagers around his age. Perhaps it was the reason why Genpachi found Shinobu attractive. And here Nachi was...wondering how long it would take for Genpachi to finally bang the cute blond bo—

"You know we don't accept no for answer," Genpachi's voice effectively cut Nachi's musing and brought his attention back to current room where they were standing in front of black mahogany desk. Genpachi had one palm pressed on its surface with eyes glaring at a man who occupied the leather chair.

"Shiou Branch has nothing to do with my group," the man hissed, "You are definitely wasting your time here."

Genpachi arched an eyebrow. "Really? I remember you have deal with them."

"We used to. Now, don't be an eyesore. Could you kindly leave my office? I have things to do tonight, and it does not include helping you, Detective Inukai."

"So, you refuse to give any information, Inukawa." It was not a question. Genpachi took a step backward and glared.

Inukawa ao moved from his desk and stood in front of Genpachi with arms crossed. "No shit sherlock." He glared back.

Meanwhile, Nachi sighed as the glaring contest began between the two men. It always ended with glaring or staring contest between those two. Nachi glanced at wall clock hung on the opposite wall. It had been twenty minutes and they had not gotten any information about Shiou Branch yet. Nachi sighed and cleared his throat, gaining full attention from everybody in the room. "I would like to remind you that we are not here for social visit," he said, "And you guys better stop staring at each other. You looks like an inch away from kissing. Creeeeeepy."

"Shut up, Nachi!" "He's not my type!" Genpachi and Ao snapped simultaneously.

They became silent before Genpachi finally spoke up. "I helped you getting your boyfriend's little brother back."

"I helped you to locate the man who bribed your Ministry of Justice."

_Here we go again_, Nachi mused.

"Yeah, after killing his right man."

"I don't recall 'no killing' rule. Besides, I don't take order from you."

"You just love showing your authority and power, huh?"

"You'd understand if you were a young leader of such fucking large group. Sorry for cursing, Daikaku but you gotta admit that our group is so freakin' huge." Ao nodded at a serious-looking tall man who stood near door. The said man only narrowed his eyes, displeased by his boss' careless attitude. "Anyway, Detective Inukai, you haven't told me the reason why you have interest on this...Shiou Branch. As far as I know, Shiou Branch is not on most-wanted list of yours. Sure, two or three people tried to smuggle illegal sex-workers and last time I heard one of the member killed..." Ao trailed off, pulled his lips into thin line. He suddenly smirked. "Ah, I see... That's why you are so desperate."

Genpachi did not say anything. Not yet. Ao was not stupid; he was aware what they would talk next was considered as confidential. He gestured at Daikaku and other men to leave the room. "You figured it out, eh?" Nachi spoke up after the door closed.

"Shiou Branch isn't the strongest branch in Senkou Group," Ao began, "but they somewhat have connection to the police. Or...should I say the NPA and the commission?"

Nachi and Genpachi exchanged a look. They had guessed that Ao knew about their 'side job'. Even though Ao was too young to be the leader of group, he was very smart to build connection and gather followers. He was a smooth-talker and his charisma could kill people—sometimes, literally. "Kato Takafumi. What do you know about him?" asked Genpachi.

Ao hummed, tapping his index finger on desk. "Why don't you investigate him? You caught him."

"He won't talk." Genpachi replied.

"Then...what do you guys know about him?"

This time, Nachi stepped forward. "He shot a woman named Kawamura Rikako at her apartment. Kawamura-san was a hostess at a bar owned by Shiou Branch's leader. Kato admitted that he killed her out of jealousy because they used to date before. Kawamura-san broke up with Kato a year before and began dating another man soon after. The man's name is still unknown. After the investigation, we also found out that Kato was involved in human trafficking."

"Sex workers." Ao nodded. "Colombian women?"

"Yes."

"There's a rumor that the Senkous also receive 'special order' from some…" Ao air-quoted. "…influential people."

"Rich businessmen or…political elites." Genpachi added, trying not to flinch.

Ao laughed. "Well, well… I see some people love having sex with foreigners too much. Man, are you here to cover another scandal?" He wiggled his eyebrows.

"We need name of the man who dated Kawamura-san," Nachi said.

"Hmm…why?"

"We suspect his involvement in this Colombian women trafficking." Genpachi really wanted to strangle the dark blue haired man in front of him. He did not have any idea why he had agreed to make a deal with this man in the first place. Inukawa Ao was a nightmare—the man could be totally unpredictable and had his own hidden agenda.

"What's the advantage for my group?" Ao asked again, smirking.

Genpachi could on suppress his groan and cursed Nachi for ruining his day off with Shinobu.

Fortunately, Nachi was ready for the answer.

.

Inue Kagetsu and Hazuki were the founders of an agency that had big companies willing to pay big amount of money in order to get the best for their product campaign and advertisement. They had started the business when they had been students. Kagetsu had been a student in prestigious art university while Hazuki had taken major in business. Hazuki had noticed his elder brother's talent had needed to put into good use—money maker—then in no time he had persuaded Kagetsu to start doing commission for small company set by Hazuki's senior. Since then, Kagetsu's talent on graphic design and photography as well as Hazuki's sharp business instinct had brought the brothers into advertising and marketing communications industry. Now, in their early thirties, they had owned the agency for seven years and created good reputation among their business partners. The employees also put high respect on the brothers and the female population was flocking like attention-deprived school girls with huge crush on two handsome teachers.

Well, it was not every day's luck to work under such good-looking men—single, checked!—who had high fashion sense—Armani suit, ladies!—and last but not least…cute teenage son/nephew with dazzling turquoise eyes that could melt anyone in less than a second. Wait until you saw the three standing together.

Eyegasm.

"What the hell are you smiling at?" Hazuki huffed from the armchair. He was flipping through design magazine when Kagetsu suddenly showed up with a photo album. "Are you going to put more of Shinobu's pictures into album? Dude, you are so typical embarrassing father."

"Oh, come on, Hazuki," Kagetsu said, still smiling, "It's not like as if I take Shinobu's picture every day." He opened the photo album and showed his little brother one page. "Do you remember this?"

Hazuki squinted. He looked closely at a picture of him, Kagetsu, and Shinobu during middle school graduation ceremony. Hazuki remembered that day clearly because of many mothers staring at them with no shame, and Shinobu had been so nervous for his graduation speech. Kagetsu had been beaming the entire day. "Yeah, so what?" Hazuki replied with a shrug.

"He'll graduate from high school next year. How fast is that?" Kagetsu sighed.

Hazuki snorted, "Stupid, over sentimental father."

"Overprotective uncle."

"Oi!"

Kagetsu smiled and took a seat on sofa. "I'm not the one who send deadly glare at that detective."

"He's trying to date Shinobu, for god sake! Don't you think Shinobu's too young for him? I won't let Shinobu see someone who is almost a decade older than him!"

"You don't want Shinobu to date anyone." Kagetsu hummed.

Hazuki rolled his eyes. "Whatever." He scowled, "I don't like that man. Period."

His older brother chuckled, putting the photo album away. "Well, at least he makes Shinobu happy."

Then, Hazuki looked at his brother in horror and straightened his posture. "Please don't tell me you are on his side now. You are giving your innocent son to a hungry wolf!"

"But the wolf is very good in holding himself back." Kagetsu took a sip of Hazuki's coffee, ignoring undignified whine from the man. "They haven't kissed, I guess."

"WHAT THE FU—"

"Language, language…" Kagetsu cut off with a teasing smirk on his handsome face. It made Hazuki want to punch him senseless. Before Hazuki could complain any further, Kagetsu continued, "I know my son very well. He won't let anyone touch him easily—a very guarded boy."

Hazuki's annoyed twitch was immediately replaced with frown. "You think he let his guard down. The nightmare…" He trailed off, trying to find right sentence without bringing the past so much. In the end, Hazuki cleared his throat. "He told me this morning that he's thinking about some stuff."

"Stuff?"

"Don't give me that look! You know I can't force him to tell me more." Hazuki snatched the coffee mug which Kagetsu had gripped tightly. "But somehow I have feeling that it involves that detective."

Kagetsu nodded solemnly. "After all, it's the first time Shinobu has let anyone outside us and Shino-kun's fami—"A familiar ringtone came from Kagetsu's smart phone. The man got off of sofa to reach the phone and picked it up. "Shinobu?" He answered carefully, having a bad feeling.

"Dad?" Shinobu's voice was so soft and Kagetsu could tell that his boy was shaking.

"Yes, Shinobu?"

Hazuki became alert as soon as he noticed the gentle tone from Kagetsu. Something was definitely wrong. He gestured Kagetsu to turn the speaker phone on. Hazuki heard Shinobu's trembling voice, "Could you…uhm, could you…" The boy stopped in mid sentence.

"Sure, baby, I'll be there soon. Please don't hung up, okay?" Kagetsu replied, glancing at Hazuki who somewhat had already had their car key. The two brothers quickly exited their condominium and rode the elevator to basement. "Hey, Shinobu, how's the museum?"

"I-it's nice." Shinobu began to stutter.

Hazuki cursed.

Meanwhile, Kagetsu looked very composed. "Really? Did you find anything interesting?"

"Uhm…" A pause. "T-there's a p-painting?"

"Tell me about it."

.

.
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	6. Chapter 6

Chapter 6: Attached

It was his fault. He blamed his curious mind for everything...for getting attached to that person—Genpachi. Shinobu had never thought their relationship would be getting this deep. _I should have not accepted his invitation for coffee. I should have just returned the notebook to nearest police box. I should have not picked the notebook. I should have not been there in the first place. _The train of self-blaming was running through his panicked mind. Oh, how he hated himself.

He constantly reminded himself that attachment was bad. Emotional attachment, except for his family and Shino—his best friend for years—had done nothing but giving him trouble. That was the reason was he did not put much trust on others. Trusting people made you attached, and when you thought you were comfortable with it, those people would leave you behind...or worse, break you like you were nothing. Sadly, Shinobu had learned it in hard way.

Yet, he still trusted Genpachi. He could have not ignored the spark he felt every time he saw the detective. Since they first time they had met, Shinobu had noticed how they shared mutual attraction. He enjoyed Genpachi's company and found himself could not help but pay attention to every detail of him. He liked his gesture. His way of talking. His habit of twirling an empty paper cup. His dark hair and gentle eyes. He would like over Genpachi's bad jokes. He would listen to every story he told. From simple conversation during their first coffee together—_"Me? Oh, my job is quite boring. Still want to hear about it?"_—to strolling down in park—_"It's my dream to be a cop. Well, actually my family members mostly work either for Ministry of Justice or law enforcement_—to dinner at Felicità—_"I think I need to get a new place. My next door's so annoying; he plays piano in the middle of night!_

Nowadays, he looked forward to meet Genpachi. It did not matter if they only met for an hour at coffee shop or grabbed a quick lunch at convenience store and ate at a park nearby. However, as he gradually getting comfortable in Genpachi's company, fear slowly began haunting his heart. Shinobu realized that he was irrational but his mind worked in auto-mode—calculating and making any possible worst case scenario. The 'what if' was going back and forth, dominating his head. People might have thought that he's such an over thinker, and worried over stuff that people might find unnecessary such as…why Genpachi hung out with him a lot.

The man surely had friends around his age, right? Why did he have to choose hanging out with Shinobu, then? Moreover, Genpachi was good looking and attracted ladies' attention effortlessly—he was a walking eye-candy. Yet, Genpachi never mentioned anything about girlfriend…or boyfriend.

Shinobu himself was well-aware on his preference. He liked boys. Girls were fun, of course, but Shinobu only treated them as their friends. When he had first found out about his preference, Shinobu had been drenched from worries. He had had no idea how to explain this to his father and uncle. After all, they deserved to know the truth, right? Shinobu had spent some nights without sleep, staring at the white wall and—again—running the worst case scenario inside his head. In the end, he decided not to tell them about his little secret.

However, he had a feeling that both Kagetsu and Hazuki had already noticed his lack interest in girl, proven by how protective Hazuki was whenever Shinobu was with Genpachi. The boy also had not missed the cold stare Kagetsu had thrown at Genpachi. Kagetsu and Hazuki probably had been surprised themselves. They had barely seen Shinobu hanging out with someone other than the Inuzuka circle.

Sometimes people just made an exception, and Shinobu's was Genpachi.

Yes, he had fallen hard for the man.

So troublesome...

He felt like banging his head into the wall, telling himself how...

"...how stupid I am," Shinobu mumbled. He was walking through the park, searching for an exit. He avoided the main gate and decided to go to the area where fewer people would be. He cursed inwardly, feeling stupid that he had run from Shino and his friends. It was childish, and Shinobu hated being compared with immature, angsty teenager.

"Shinobu, are you still there?" Kagetsu asked.

Shinobu jumped in surprise. He completely forgot that he was still on phone conversation with his dad. "Yes, uhm…" Shinobu inhaled deeply. "I was…"

"Why don't you find a bench and wait for us?" Kagetsu said in gentle tone, "We'll be there soon. Which gate you are now?"

The blond boy told him the location almost absently.

When Kagetsu showed up with Hazuki in tow ten minutes later, Shinobu was already on his second can of 7UP. Hazuki cringed and before he could make any comment, Kagetsu shushed him. Shinobu smiled nervously while his eyes trying not to meet Kagetsu's concern look. "Can we go home now?" Shinobu asked. He sounded so timid.

"Oh, no, young man," Hazuki sneered then Shinobu tensed. The boy fidgeted and bowed his hand shamefully. Hazuki was probably piss off because he had called them out of the blue ruining their peaceful weekend. Shinobu was sure Hazuki had something better to do than taking care of his nephew. He felt really bad right now. "You see," Hazuki continued. Shinobu's head snapped up and his eyes stared at the man warily. "I don't wanna spend my weekend lazing around at home."

Shinobu blinked. "Uhm..." He could see Kagetsu snickering from the corner of his eye.

"So, I'm feeling like going to Yokohama." Hazuki huffed.

"Chinatown..." Kagetsu smiled. "Good idea. We can eat some dumplings"

"Or hunting vintage stuff in Motomachi."

"Or simply going to Yamashita Park."

Hazuki snorted, "What are you going to do in park? Sightseeing?"

"People watching." Kagetsu shrugged and Hazuki gave him a questioning look. "I like observing people behavior."

"You read too much spy novel." Hazuki let out an exasperated sigh. "Tom Clancy thingy."

"Well, I don't really fancy porn magazine..."

"Whoa! What the hell, big bro!" Hazuki moved swiftly to cover Shinobu's ears with his palms. "You don't talk about porn magazine casually in front of your son!"

Shinobu watched Kagetsu and Hazuki exchanging banter with amused glint. He suppressed a giggle then placed his hands over Hazuki's. "Yokohama sounds good," he said, "I always want to go for a tour in Kirin Beer Village."

Hazuki spluttered.

.

Natsume wagged his tail when he heard clicking sound from front door. The entrance soon was filled by three people with several shopping bags on each hand. The dog abruptly jumped from the couch then barked happily at his masters. Hazuki patted Natsume's head and put the bags on the floor with a loud thud. Kagetsu cast him a disapproving look as if he was telling him to be mature. The younger brother only snorted then walked to kitchen area. Shinobu and Kagetsu followed closely. "I still don't understand why you bought so many books," Hazuki commented, glancing at two Tsutaya's shopping bags Shinobu was carrying, "Are you trying to turn our home to be private library?"

"You are exaggerating." Kagetsu laughed. He turned the coffee machine on and shook his head a little when the machine let out slightly loud noise. Perhaps it was time to buy the new one. "Besides, we still have plenty space. Right?"

"Hazuki just doesn't appreciate the value of book," Shinobu added. He smiled smugly as Hazuki scowled. "I'm going to my room. Come here, Natsume!" The boy gestured his dog to follow him.

As soon as Shinobu closed the door behind, Hazuki and Kagetsu look at each other. They were silent for a moment, exchanging non-verbal conversation. In the end, Hazuki waved his hand and turned around, sighing. Kagetsu saw his younger brother went to balcony—for much needed cigarette—before flipping through random shopping catalog on dining table.

It was ten minutes later Shinobu heard soft knocking on his door. The boy had been busying himself by arranging his new books on the shelves. Natsume was lying on the floor, occasionally scratching his ear or yawning out of boredom. Shinobu instantly knew that Kagetsu was behind the door. He could distinguish Kagetsu's and Hazuki's knock easily. While Kagetsu tended to knock on door in rhythm, Hazuki always knocked in fast, sporadic movement. Shinobu was hesitant for a while. He cast a glance at Natsume who looked oblivious to his young master's distress. He got it already—that he had to talk to either Kagetsu or Hazuki about today's embarrassing break down. Shinobu had been relieved that he surprisingly could compose himself in unexpectedly short time. However, he knew his father would not let him go without proper explanation. Shinobu dragged his feet and opened the door, revealing Kagetsu who had two white mugs on each hand. He smiled at his son.

"I thought you're sleeping," the man said and took a step forward.

"It's barely six," Shinobu replied, "Are we having take-out for dinner? I'm not really hungry, so…"

"Oh, that's okay. I don't feel like having dinner too. Well, I don't know about Hazuki though." Kagetsu smiled. He sat down on the edge of bed. "I made you hot chocolate. Or do you want coffee?"

"I'll take hot chocolate. Thanks, Dad." He took the offered mug and sat beside the man. The floor suddenly looked so interesting. "Uhm, I… I'm sorry."

Kagetsu turned to look at his son's turquoise orbs. "No need to apologize."

"But—"

"It was not embarrassing, Shinobu," Kagetsu continued, "You don't need to feel embarrassed. I was glad you called us."

Shinobu tightened his grip on the mug. He inhaled. "It's just… It's been a while, Dad. It's been a while since I had my last nightmare and I… I felt hopeless. I'm sorry, Dad, I'm really sorry. You and Hazuki have been trying so hard to help me. I mean, it has been more than ten years but I—"

"Shinobu, breathe," Kagetsu cut him off. His own mug had been placed on bedside table some time ago. He gently squeezed Shinobu's shoulders and forced him to face him. He frowned when he noticed Shinobu's eyes were becoming clouded. "Shinobu!" He called his son in louder voice and instantly the boy's head snapped out. He gasped to get some air and realized he had unconsciously held his breath. Kegetsu sighed in relief.

"D-dad?" Shinobu blinked.

"Are you alright? Can you breathe?"

Shinobu nodded then his eyes widened when he saw brown-colored liquid had stained the bed sheet. He had dropped the mug—thankfully it had not landed on his thighs. "W-wha…"

"What is it, Shinobu?" Kagetsu asked carefully, "What's bothering you?"

The boy did not answer right away. He tried to look away and focus on other things in his bedroom. Like the rows of books on shelves. Natsume, who was standing next to his study desk. The green window curtains which reminded him of forest. He caught his reflection on mirror. He looked horrible. His face was pale and his eyes were wide and frightened.

"Is it about him?" Kagetsu asked again.

The blond boy bit his lower lip. "I don't understand who you're talking about."

"Inukai Genpachi?"

Oh, how straight-forward his father could be.

When Kagetsu did not get any reply, he placed his hand under Shinobu's chin and lifted it slowly. Shinobu leaned into the touch as if he was so desperate to feel secure. "You like him."

It was not a question, and 'like' was understatement.

"Dad… I don't…understand." Shinobu put his palm on Kagetsu's chest and tried to push away. "It… It's not like what you…" Shinobu paused. What? It was not like what his father thought? Or it was not like what Shinobu thought? He felt so stupid for worrying over a relationship which basically might be nothing but pure friendship. Now he felt like a big idiot who wanted more than a mere friendship—like a greedy, selfish protagonist on a novel who craved for attention.

"I know you like him, Shinobu." Kagetsu added after some moment.

Shinobu shook his head. "N-no, Dad. It's not…"

"Shinobu, what are you afraid of? Afraid for?" Kagetsu spoke again, "If it's about mine and Hazuki's reaction over your friendship with him… Well, I do admit that we were surprised in the beginning but we kind of accept it. Or perhaps you have something else in this little head of yours?" Kagetsu's other hand began stroking Shinobu's blond locks.

"Butthenhewillleavemebehind."

Kagetsu blinked. He was pretty sure Shinobu told him something but the voice was so soft and almost sounded like a mumble. "But then he…what?" Kagetsu tilted his head.

Shinobu looked unsure. He gripped Kagetsu's front-side shirt then buried his head on his chest. "He will leave me behind," the boy choked.

The man sighed inwardly. He wrapped one hand on Shinobu's slim waist while the other one rubbed the boy's back in circling motion. He buried his nose on Shinobu's hair. It smelt like a fresh orange. "Would you please tell me what happened today? It might help you calm down."

"It's stupid," answered Shinobu in muffled voice.

"Well, I don't know whether it's stupid or not until you tell me. Hmm?"

Shinobu knew he would not win this argument with his father. Kagetsu might look like a patient, thoughtful man but he surely had his own way to get what he wanted. Without moving from his position, Shinobu spoke, "It's just… Several days ago, I've begun to think that…perhaps I've become attached to him. And…it's scary. I don't… I can't get attached to others. What if he gets bored and leaves me? After all, I'm much younger than him… He's an adult and he has his life. He has friends out there yet he still wants to hang out with me. What if his friends…" Shinobu took a deep breath. "What if…"

"What if?"

"What if there's someone else who likes him? Who wants to be…his…lover?"

"If there's someone like that, would you let him go?"

Shinobu finally looked up and gave his father an offended face. "Of course! I cannot be selfish!"

"And do you know that he's all over you?" Kagetsu arched an eyebrow. If the situation was not this tensed, Shinobu's expression would be very comical. The said boy's mouth gaped. He stared at Kagetsu in disbelief as if he had been seeing a weird dream. "Shinobu, Shinobu…" Kagetsu laughed softly then cupped his son's cheeks on his palms. "Luckily Hazuki wasn't here or he would have smacked your head already."

.

It's official. Inukai Genpachi was going to shoot Inukawa Ao next time they met. The man had been driving him crazy for three hours. Nachi—that bastrad—had not been any help at all! Genpachi had wondered whether Nachi was on his side or not. The long-haired man somehow had joined Inukawa Ao's how-to-annoy-a-detective department. Instead of helping Genpachi to dig more into information, Nachi had turned into Ao's sexual-activity adviser or whatever you named it. Nachi had been discussing about new 'toy shop' with Ao and giving the man recommendation on online sex-guide websites! You did not talk about sex with a yakuza who was supposed to be an informant! Genpachi had been so ready to tear his hair out of frustration.

_Okay, calm down, Genpachi. _The man inhaled, gripping on his steering wheel while his eyes were fixed on road. The sun had already disappeared on the western sky and he could see the brightness of lamps from skyscrapers nearby. _You need booze! No! You are already on the way home. You don't need booze because alcohol will only solve your problem temporarily. _He turned left at an intersection and went straight. _You should call Shinobu-kun then ask him to hang out next weekend. _

The detective's mood was elated slightly when he sighted his apartment building. He hurriedly parked his car. He hoped his next door would not play piano this night. That was the last thing on his list today. Genpachi walked through the entrance and hit the elevator button. He took out his phone to call Shinobu but groaned when his eyes met blank screen. He had not noticed the phone had run out of battery. He was grateful he would be inside his room soon. The elevator reached the fifth floor, its door slid open, and Genpachi promptly stepped out.

He did not see someone was standing in front of his apartment door.

"Gen." That person called his name.

Genpachi looked up abruptly. He watched a woman with wavy brown hair smiled at him. At the moment, Genpachi's world turned into stillness.

"Nui."

.

.
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	7. Chapter 7

Chapter 7: Repressed

"What are you doing here, Nui?" asked Genpachi almost automatically then frowned as he let the woman's name escape from his lips. He had sworn not to make any contact with that woman again yet… There she was standing in front of Genpachi's apartment door. He had to admit that the woman looked miserable but she could be just pretending. After all, the woman had pretended to be faithful, right? Genpachi would not fall into her trap for second time.

Nui smiled nervously. She dropped her gaze to the floor while Genpachi began to have an urge to walk away from this situation. _Shit, shit… Gods, what did I do wrong?_ Genpachi cursed inwardly, especially when he noticed Nui was not going to talk soon. He would not let the woman step inside his apartment—the place he had move into right after the breakup because he could not afford to see a place which full of their memories together.

"Gen…" Nui stepped forward.

Genpachi crossed his arms. "It's Inukai for you."

Nui gulped. She stared at Genpachi with teary eyes. "I'm sorry it's so sudden, but… I need to talk to you, Gen."

Apparently Nui had not listened to him closely. "There's no need to talk," Genpachi replied. Ignoring Nui, he took out a key from pocket and proceeded to open the door. Suddenly a smaller hand grasped his wrist."What?" asked Genpachi. He struggled to remain calm even though he felt like slamming the door in front of her nose. It was like a battle of patience—you became the loser when you finally snapped.

"I…" Her voice was trembling. "I…I can't do this, Gen. Please forgive me."

Genpachi sighed. "If you want to apologize, you've already done it when we broke the engagement off. Now, could you just—"

"No!" Nui cut off. His fingers clung to Genpachi's suit. "Gen, I…I was wrong. I should have not cheated with that man. He…"

Genpachi rolled his eyes. "He what?"

"He cheated on me." Nui choked. She sobbed and openly cried a moment later. "He…he…" Nui buried her face on Genpachi's chest.

Oh great, your ex-fiancée who cheated on you now became another victim of adultery. Genpachi had no idea whether to call it karma or destiny or fate…or whatever those authors of romance novels had described this awkward yet ridiculous scene. Genpachi put his hands on her shoulders then slowly pushed her away. Clearing his throat, Genpachi spoke up, "Listen. I think you should go home. Whatever happened between us…" He pointed back and forth between himself and Nui. "It's in the past. We are over, and I don't care if you boyfriend cheated on you."

"Gen…" Nui seemed to be ready to have another bawl. "Please… I just… After I knew he cheated on me… I…I realized I still love you. I still want us to…"

"To be together again?" Genpachi sneered. He inhaled deeply then put his key on the hole. "You gotta be kidding me, woman."

He did not even give her a glance before closing the door in one swift move.

Genpachi kicked his shoes off at the entrance then threw himself into sofa heavily. Anger began crawling into his system. Genpachi clenched his fists. How dare she… She had no right to come back into his life after the betrayal. She had no idea how her behavior had hurt him deeply. He would not be sorry for her misery. Getting engaged to that woman was the biggest mistake in his life. Why hadn't he seen it in the first place? Why hadn't he realized how Nui had him wrapped around her little finger? He was a detective for god's sake! He could have easily noticed lies she had been feeding to him!

His mind unconsciously played those happy moments he and Nui had spent together. Their first encounter. The restaurant where Genpachi had taken her for first date. The way Nui held his hand. The way Genpachi smiled fondly at her antics. The way she giggled into their kiss...

He slammed his fist on coffee table.

_What a night_, he growled.

.

_"Shinobu, Shinobu, my child," the woman's voice came from outside the bathroom door, "Come out, Shinobu. Mommy won't get mad." _

_The little boy sniffled and tried to hold back any sob. He had been crying silently, sitting on the corner of bathroom and pressed his left cheek against cold tile. He tensed when he heard footsteps and sound of someone's opening the closet's door. Her mother definiteky thought he was hiding inside the closet._

_"Shinobu, don't play hide and seek. Mommy will find you, you know. Mommy will always find you..."_

_He shut his eyes tightly. His tiny body was trembling and tears were running freely on his too-hollow cheeks. He covered his mouth with palms as a choke was about to escape. His mother could not find him like this right now since he had promises to her not to cry. Why was he such a crybaby? Why had he had to be afraid because his mother had left him alone in the apartment only for few days? _

_"Oh, Shinobu, my baby." The voice was so close and Shinobu could feel her breath tickling his nose. "Did you miss me?" _

.

Shinobu woke up gasping in the middle of night. He sat on bed, pulling his knees up to his chest. The room felt cold but he was sweating. Shinobu rubbed a palm on his face roughly then drew another breath. The digital clock on bedside table showed him it was still three in the morning. Shinobu groaned a little. At this rate, there was no way he could fall asleep again. His eyes moved to the window which he had left the curtain hanging open. Shinobu liked watching sky and strangely found a comfort on it. When he had been a little, he had watched the night sky while lying on the floor. That also had been the position when his father had found him alone at tiny apartment years ago.

The boy went to check his phone on desk. He saw there were three messages—all from Shino. He had asked him to join for lunch break tomorrow. Shinobu quickly sent a short reply then put the phone into school bag. Shinobu made a mental note to apologize to Shino tomorrow for making him worried. Shino had not mentioned about Shinobu's odd behavior at the museum and he was very grateful of it. Shinobu could always trust Shino, his very first friend. The other boy might look much more childish than Shinobu was, but Shino could unexpectedly be mature if he wanted to. After all, the boy had been born in Satomi Family where gracefulness and smart brain were one of their best traits.

He climbed into bed and lied on his side. It had been two days since the museum—two days since the last message from Genpachi. The man had not contacted him again after informing that he could not come to the museum. It was strange, though. Genpachi never missed texting Shinobu every day, even only for simple greetings. Perhaps the man was just busy. Being a detective was not like working as regular salaryman, after all. Or...

Shinobu shook his head. Stop it. He reminded himself. He had to stop over thinking about his relationship with Genpachi. It would bring him nowhere and in the end it would tire him out too. He did not want to make Kagetsu and Hazuki think that he had not overcome his 'attachment issue' after all these years. Shinobu took a shuddering breath and closed his eyes, praying the sleep would come eventually. Too bad it did not.

The next morning, Shinobu was sitting at dining chair when his father suddenly shook his shoulders non too gently. Shinobu let a startled gasp and glanced up to catch Kagetsu's concerned look. Shinobu blinked then turned his head to see Hazuki was sitting across him. The man frowned.

"Uhm..." Shinobu did not sure what to say.

Kagetsu sighed in relief. "You didn't react when we called your name," he said, "Are you sure you don't feel sick or anything?"

Shinobu did not even remember that they had been calling his name. He opened his mouth slightly to speak up but found it hard to form any word. He ended up pulling his lips into thin line.

"Hey," Hazuki said, moving from his chair to kneel down in front of Shinobu then took his nephew's hands gently. "You can talk to us, Shinobu. It's okay."

Shinobu only squirmed on his seat.

"Did you sleep last night?" Hazuki asked, carefully.

The blond boy's gaze dropped then he shook his head miserably.

Hazuki and Kagetsu exchanged glance. "Did you have nightmare?"

Shinobu did not know how to react. He began wringing his school uniform and hit his lips hard. He did not want to look at his father and brother in the eyes. He finally slumped back in his chair, drained. "I did."

"What was the nightmare about?" asked Hazuki again. His voice was wavering a bit.

"Mom."

Kagetsu nodded solemnly, as if he was not affected by how devastated his son looked right now. "I see," he said, "but are you alright now?"

_No, I am not. _"Yes I am."

"Shin—"

Before his father could say anything, Shinobu got up and grabbed his bag. Giving a quick pat on Natsume's head, he quickly said, "I-I'm going to school now. See you later." He closed the living area's door behind and could not help but feeling guilty. He hated himself for being a coward. It had been twelve years since he had left that place. Since Kagetsu and Hazuki had barged in while the apartment manager had been yelling at them. Since he had seen Kagetsu's kind yet saddened eyes for the first time. Since someone had called his name so gentle after long time that Shinobu had thought he had been dreaming.

Shinobu closed his eyes as the elevator brought him to ground floor. He had to put his nightmare issue aside for a while. It was already fall semester and as exam student, he needed to study hard. Even though he had already received the pass to medical school, the last thing he had on his list was slacking off. Shinobu stepped out of the elevator as soon as its doors slid open on ground floor. He mumbled incoherently and kept his gaze on the floor, looking at his sneakers as if those were the best shoes he had ever worn.

"Good morning."

Great, his mind was going crazy. He had just heard Genpachi's voice greeting him.

"Shinobu?"

_Oh, god, please…just leave me alone._ Shinobu sighed and walked toward the front door. The nightmare had had to be very bad last night. Genpachi's voice would not leave his head.

"Shinobu, are you there?"

The boy's snapped his head up and turned around to see Genpachi standing in front of elevator with an eyebrow raised. Shinobu was dumbfounded. What on earth…was Genpachi doing here?

"If you don't mind, I can give you a ride," said Genpachi as if he could read Shinobu's thoughts.

They had never met this early before and—more importantly—at Shinobu's apartment building. From what Shinobu had learned so far, the man barely had time in the morning since he was always busy with cases or simply slept in due to exhaustion. Shinobu also noticed that Genpachi wore casual clothes today—a pair of boots, dark jeans, t-shirt, and leather jacket. His hair obviously was quite messy. The attire made him look like a college student and Shinobu could not help staring at the older man.

"I decided to take a day off," said Genpachi again, fiddling with his car key, "and then I became so bored staying at my apartment, so…" He trailed off then glanced at Shinobu's still confused face. "So I was…uhm, yeah. Here I am."

Genpachi was obviously babbling.

Shinobu thought it was cute. He forgot the gloomy conversation he had had with his family almost instantly. "I would like to," replied the blond boy.

The detective beamed.

.

_Oh, you love-struck teenager! _

Genpachi could picture Nachi winking and giggling at him like a mad high school girl if he had ever found out that Genpachi had just blurted out such a lame excuse. _Feeling bored? Really, Genpachi? It was your best answer?_ The imaginary-Nachi snickered. _And you are babbling! Ooooh, I should have recorded it!_

The detective groaned inwardly as he tried not to crush his car key into pieces. Shinobu was looking at him in bewilderment, making Genpachi wanted to jump from Tokyo Sky Tree. He had no idea what had possessed him this morning. Yeah, to begin with… The man did not feel like going to work today. Genpachi had woken up with the worst mode ever and called the station to say that he wanted to take a day off. He swore his supervisor and colleagues was still recovering from heart attack since the man hardly asked for a day off. He had heard someone crying 'apocalypse is coming!' on the background as he had been talking with his supervisor. He was grateful his supervisor was not a kind of man who would be meddling into someone's business. The older man had not asked any question.

And here he was standing in front of Shinobu. After lazing around at his place—which actually fifteen minutes after he had called his supervisor, Genpachi had been ready to rip his hair out of head. The memory from previous night had begun filling his mind. That woman! How dared she ruin his life! Fortunately, Genpachi had had only few cans of beer in his fridge so he had not ended up with hangover. His head was throbbing a little, though. Then Genpachi had idly toyed with his phone until he had remembered that he had forgotten to call Shinobu last night.

Somehow, it had turned out into an idea to go to Shinobu's place instead.

…which of course Genpachi deeply regretted it now.

He looked like a fool. A supposedly full-fledged, mature adult man was speechless in front of mere high school student. _He's no ordinary high school student. It's your love interest! _The imaginary-Nachi whispered and nudged at Genpachi's ribs.

Meanwhile, Shinobu had somehow stared at Genpachi's eyes. His heart rate was increasing rapidly as Shinobu smiled a soft smile. "I would like to," the boy said.

Genpachi beamed. "Great! Let's go now or you're going to be late." He skipped—skipped, for god's sake!—through the glass door with Shinobu walking beside him. "Sorry I didn't call again yesterday," said Genpachi as they approached the parking lot, "I was..." _Preoccupied with my ex-fiancée who showed up uninvited and declared that she's still in love with me. _"I was checking some documents."

Shinobu smiled. "That's okay, Genpachi-san. I know you're busy," he replied and climbed into the passenger seat while Genpachi turned the car's engine on.

Genpachi smiled back. "So, how was the museum?"

Somehow, Shinobu's smile faltered a bit. "It was nice," he answered, "We met Shino and Sousuke-san there."

"Really? That had to be interesting since Inukawa-kun is also an artist." The car slowly left the parking lot to the main road. Out of the corner of his eye, he caught Shinobu's somber look. He almost did not notice it because Shinobu quickly changed the topic into a new mystery novel he had bought yesterday. Genpachi suppressed a frown; his detective instinct kicked in. "Hey, did something happen?" asked Genpachi.

Shinobu answered automatically, "No, nothing. Why?"

The boy was lying; moreover he avoided eye-contact. Genpachi also observed Shinobu was fidgeting on his seat. Gripping his steering wheel tighter, Genpachi shrugged off. "Just asking," said the man. He noticed Shinobu let a relieved sigh. They did not say anything again. When they were about to enter the road where the school was located, he finally spoke up,"Say…do you mind if I pick you up after school?"

"You want to pick me up?" Shinobu asked back, "Don't you—"

"It's my day off. I can do whatever I want," Genpachi cut off. He stopped his car about few meters away from the school's main gate. "Or perhaps you have something to do after school?"

"No, I don't." Shinobu shook his head—hesitated for a moment. "Thank you."

Genpachi smiled. He kept his right hand on steering wheel as his other hand ruffled Shinobu's blond locks affectionately. The man was surprised by his own gesture. "Have a nice day."

"You too." Shinobu was blushing openly. He hurriedly got out of the car and walked to the school gate.

When Shinobu disappeared from his view, Inukai Genpachi banged his forehead into steering wheel—he wanted to kiss the boy so bad.

.

.
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	8. Chapter 8

Chapter 8 : It's a…what?

Shinobu was about to enter his classroom when Shino suddenly pulled his arm. The blond boy gasped and looked at his friend in confusion. Shino grinned like a mad in return. "I saw that," said the younger of the two.

"Saw what?" asked Shinobu with one eyebrow quirked. He wondered how Shino could grin that wide without hurting his jaws.

"Come on, Shinobu! I saw you got out of Inukai-san's car!" Shino was obviously excited. "Finally you decided to make it official, eh?"

Shinobu opened his mouth to reply but quickly closed it, then pulled his lips into thin line. Since the first time Shinobu had introduced Shino to Genpachi, the boy would not stop teasing him. _No, no, Shinobu, I don't believe that you and Inukai-san are only friends_, Shino had said. Shinobu constantly tried to avoid the subject…to no avail because Shino knew him too well. The Satomi boy would never miss any tiny pinkish tint on Shinobu's cheeks every time Shino mentioned the detective's name.

"He just happened to be in front of my apartment…" Shinobu trailed off as he noticed Shino gave him an impatient stare. "Alright, alright…correction. He just showed up at my place out of the blue this morning and offered to drive me here."

Shino blinked. "What? He waited for you?"

"Yes."

"He went to your apartment?"

"Err…yes?"

Shino laughed. "Oh gosh, he got it bad! I hope Hazuki-san didn't see you with him."

The older boy grimaced a little. He did not even want to picture Hazuki and Genpachi being in the same room. They would likely to kill each other. No... Hazuki would chop Genpachi like an onion and bury his badly mutilated corpse six feet under, to be exact. Meanwhile, Shino went on, "It's good though. You looked down since Inukai-san canceled the trip to museum. Anyway, I gotta go. See you later, 'kay? Bye!"

"Bye." Shinobu nodded, waving at Shino who had already run down the corridor.

Only a moment later he noticed how his classmates were hovering in the doorway. It seemed that they did not want to miss a very refreshing view of the school's cutest boys. Oh, well… The blond entered his classroom and sat on designated desk. The history lesson started fifteen minutes later which—again—Shinobu found horrendously boring. The teacher only repeated what was written on text book and she successfully lulled the students on the last row into sleep. Shinobu snickered as he noticed the girl next to him had audacity to yawn widely. He took one last glance at his teacher then reached for his notebook and began doodling randomly.

Shino showed up again at lunch break and made it just in time to join the long line at school cafeteria. Apparently, the place served a limited edition autumn-themed lunch set that no student would want to miss. Their school cafeteria was not only famous due to its excellent education but also the cafeteria food. Some magazines and blogs had included the review of the cafeteria food on their edition, saying that the private institution had the best cafeteria in Japan. Well, considering the school committee hired a former five-star hotel chef here, those reviews and praise had been expected.

"This is the first time you forgot to bring your lunch box," Shino commented.

Shinobu gave him a small smile. He hoped Shino did not ask about his morning. Although Shino looked very carefree, he was really good on reading Shinobu's emotion. He and Shino had met for the first time around summer ten years ago at the hospital Shino had usually admitted into. Shinobu had just finished his general check-up and waited for his dad at hospital garden when he had seen another boy approaching the bench he had currently been sitting on. The boy had worn pajamas with hospital slippers, and his messy hair had stuck out wildly. The boy had introduced himself as Satomi Shino then asked Shinobu's room number.

.

_"My room number is 2018!" Shino grinned. "You can play at my room! Nii-san and Kaname will come this afternoon, and Kaname usually brings something with him." _

_Shinobu only blinked. The boy in front of him talked so fast that he barely had time to catch up. _

_"I also like to go to play room. They have big TV and a lot of toys there. And books! Do you like reading book? I have plenty picture books and Nii-san also said reading book is good for your brain. Kaname calls Nii-san a bookworm. Do you know what a bookworm is?" _

_The blond boy reluctantly nodded. He had heard the word before. His uncle sometimes called his dad a bookworm too, particularly when his dad was reading a very thick book called encyclo…something. _

_"You haven't answered my question yet. Where's your room? And what's your name, anyway?" _

_Shinobu gulped. He began to panic. No other kid had engaged in such long conversation with him before. They usually left as fast as they came because Shinobu would not speak up then they would call him a weirdo. The boy glanced at his surroundings, trying to locate his dad and uncle. His uncle had left earlier to get him a juice from vending machine. What did take him so long? Shinobu ended up holding his breath and looked down at grass ground. He did not know what to do and felt so embarrassed. How could he feel so afraid to talk to other kid? _

_"Hey, are you alright? You hurt?" Meanwhile, Shino knelled down, trying to look closer at Shinobu's reddened face. "Why are you crying?" _

_The other boy shook his head. He wanted to say that he was alright but nothing would escape from his lips. Suddenly, he felt a small hand grabbed his wrist. Shinobu instantly looked up in horror. _

_"We need to see Sensei! My sensei will help you!" _

_Shinobu cried harder and tried to yank the boy's hand away. However, it seemed that Shino was determined to get Shinobu to see his doctor. _

_"Shino, what's going on here?" Another voice came. An older boy with straight blond hair moved toward them. He was frowning. "Shino, release him. You're making him uncomfortable." _

_"But Nii-san! He needs to see Sensei!" Shino protested. _

_The older boy sighed. He pulled Shino away from almost-hysterical Shinobu. He slowly placed his hand on Shinobu's arm. "It's alright. Don't cry. You don't have to see the doctor if you don't like to. Are you here with your parents?" He asked gently. "I'm sorry that Shino made you scared. He did not mean it." _

_Shinobu shook his head again. He frantically tried to see whether his dad or uncle could be sighted but they were nowhere. Did they… No! They did not leave him alone here! They would not leave him no matter what happened! It was a promise! _

_"Shino, stay here with him. I'll get the nurse," the older boy said, "Don't go anywhere, okay?" _

_"Okay, Nii-san…" As his brother ran toward the entrance, Shino turned his attention back to Shinobu. Biting his inner cheek, he had no idea what to do with the boy he had just made cry. He decided to pat the Shinobu's head gently like his brother always did whenever he felt sad. "There, there… It's alright. Don't be sad…" _

_A moment later, Shino's brother came with a man who had same turquoise eyes with Shinobu's._

_"Oh, god, Shinobu! I'm so sorry for leaving you this long!" cried the man, pulling Shinobu into tight embrace. He kissed Shinobu's temple while drawing circle on the scared boy's back. "Shh, I'm here, Shinobu. Stop crying… I will never leave you…" _

_After a while, Shinobu finally stopped sobbing but gave no indication to pull out of the embrace. The man sighed in relief and only around that time he noticed the audience. Shino and his brother were still standing nearby. "Is he okay now?" Shino asked in timid voice, somehow feeling guilty. He clutched the edge of his brother's jacket and hid half of his body behind him. "I think I made him scared." _

_The man smiled. "He's going to be fine," he answered, "And, no, you didn't do anything wrong. This child is shy around new people. On contrary, I should thank …" He trailed off, looking at the older boy. "I don't think I've known your name, boy." _

_"Satomi Rio. It's nice to meet you, Sir. This is my little brother, Shino." _

_ "My, you're a polite one, aren't you?" The man laughed slightly. "My name is Inue Hazuki. And this…" He shifted a little so Shinobu could face the two boys. "This is my nephew, Shinobu. Shinobu, say hi to our new acquaintances." _

_Shinobu stared at them blankly. He was exhausted and the warmth of Hazuki's embrace slowly made him fuzzy. He rested his cheek on Hazuki's broad shoulder but from the corner of his eye, he could catch Shino's curious expression. He wondered if Shino and his brother considered him as a rude boy since he had not said anything._

_ "Actually, today's his monthly appointment so he's a little bit cranky since morning," Hazuki continued, "Now, Shinobu, your dad is almost finished. Should we pick him up, huh?" _

_Shinobu nodded, hurriedly hiding his face on Hazuki's face. _

_"Well, we should go now. Thank you very much for your help, boys!" Hazuki, knowing Shinobu would want to keep the physical contact a little longer, lift his nephew easily. _

_"Uhm…if he needs to wait again, he can stay at my room," said Shino all of a sudden. Despite his soft voice, it sounded braver. Rio and Hazuki were quite taken aback by the boy's offer. Shinobu perked from his hiding, looking at Shino with his puffy eyes. "I mean…I'll be here until next month so he can play with me, can't he?" _

_"Shino…" Rio warned. "You can't say that kind of thing so cas—"_

_"I think it's a wonderful idea!" Hazuki cut-in, "Awesome, isn't it? Shinobu?" _

_Shinobu did not answer but kept staring at the other boy. Shino grinned in return. "Come play to my room, Shinobu!" _

_The smaller blond boy looked at his uncle before nodding warily. _

_Two weeks later, Shinobu did come with his father. He brought his favorite picture books and shared those with Shino. They stayed until afternoon and only left because Shino had to do some test. A month later, Hazuki and Kagetsu accepted Shino's small birthday party invitation at the Satomi's residence. It took one and a half month for Shinobu to be able to call Shino's name and answer with a simple yes or no to Rio's question._

_Since then, Satomi Family—plus Kaname—became important part of Shinobu's life. _

_._

"You better stop smiling before those girls pounce on you." Shino suggested as he pointed at some giggling girls on the other queue line. "And what the heck are you smiling at?"

"Oh, nothing." Shinobu answered. "I just remembered something."

Shino frowned. "I hope it was not a memory that involved me."

"It did involve you," said Shinobu smugly. He threw another smile at the girls which probably would melt their heart right away and turn their legs into jelly. It was not everyday occurrence to get a smile from their so-called angelic former student council's secretary.

Shino groaned and slapped Shinobu's back. "It must be something embarrassing!"

Shinobu laughed in return and changed the subject into New Year celebration which only made Shino groan louder because it reminded him of Kaname's plan to drag him to New York for winter vacation. Going to New York was no problem. However, going to New York with Kaname—and Hamaji—had to be a disaster. Finally, they were on the edge of the line and the cafeteria lady greeted them cheerfully and placed their order on the tray. The rest of lunch break went uneventful, dominated by Shino's story about how his elder brother spent too much time at his lover's place.

During the last lesson, Shinobu grew restless. He could not concentrate on the mathematic formula the teacher was explaining. He narrowed his eyes and stared at the board, trying to figure out what on earth the variable X was there for. He gave up then decided to write everything down on his notebook, making a mental note to review it later. He looked throughout the window and his eyes landed on black cloud on the sky. He wondered if tonight would be raining heavily. While he enjoyed the sound of drizzle, heavy rain and storm were whole different level. The feeling of heavy rain reminded him of winter, his least favorite season. It was cold and truly frightening.

The bell ended today's lesson. The students hurriedly scrambled on their seat, put their belonging into bag, and stepped out of the classroom. The third year students rarely went to club anymore. Mostly, his classmates attended cram school or had private tutor at home. Hazuki disliked the idea of cram school, and he hated having non-family member/friend at home, so he had decided to tutor Shinobu until junior high. Surprisingly, Hazuki had been a better tutor than Kagetsu even though his patience level had been another issue… Shinobu smiled fondly at the memory then proceeded to walk into the school gate. As he was getting closer to the gate, his stomach twisted. It was not unpleasant feeling—more like an anticipating one. He could see Genpachi was already waiting for him. The man had changed his clothes. Instead of wearing his leather jacket, he wore green button-down with neat dark blue jeans.

He waved at Shinobu. "Hi, there."

"Hi," Shinobu greeted back. "Did I make you wait long?"

"Nope." Genpachi shook his head. "I arrived less than five minutes ago."

"I see."

_This is so awkward, Shinobu! Say something! _The boy growled inwardly although he kept his calm, polite appearance in front of Genpachi. Now, he wished he had not accepted Genpachi's invitation. _But that'd be considered rude…_

"So…" Genpachi gestured between Shinobu and his car. "Shall we go now?"

.

Inuta Kobungo smiled brightly as Genpachi and Shinobu stepped into his restaurant. "Welcome to Felicità! Your table is ready. Please take a seat and the waiter will come shortly to give you the menu."

Shinobu arched an eyebrow. He had not expected Genpachi to bring him to Felicità since the restaurant was not supposed to open until 6 p.m. for dinner. True, he found the restaurant empty but the tables and chairs had been arranged. The light was dim and soft classical music was played from the speakers. Shinobu glanced at Kobungo and the taller man gave him a meaningful wink before entering the kitchen.

"Come on, Shinobu." Genpachi's baritone voice almost made the boy jump in surprise. Was it because of the ambience or… Was Genpachi's voice huskier than usual?

The man led him to white-clothed table next to window. Shinobu could not help but squirm a little on his seat. The empty restaurant, the dim light, the music… Did Genpachi… No, there was not possible. But the situation spoke another way. Noticing Genpachi was silent, Shinobu finally looked up and gathered his courage to ask, "What are we doing here?"

"Having early dinner." Genpachi answered casually.

Shinobu was dumbfounded. "But we can have dinner later, right?"

"No, we won't have time for dinner," said Genpachi just in time the waiter came with the menu. "What do you want to eat, Shinobu?"

The boy hurriedly ordered a dinner set and orange juice, and Genpachi also picked the same but with a glass of ginger ale. The waiter left a moment later.

"They opened the restaurant earlier." Shinobu was astonished, yet confused on the same time.

Genpachi nodded. "I asked Kobungo."

"What? You asked him?" Shinobu's eyes went wide. If he had no enough self-control, he would have been gaping like a fish. "Can you do that?"

Genpachi, unpredictably, laughed. "Kobungo is my friend, Shinobu. Of course I can do that."

"I-I'm sorry. I didn't mean…" The blond's face was red like tomato. "Gosh, that was stupid question."

"Sometimes I forget that you're still in high school. You act so mature. If you ever lied to others about your age, they probably would have believed it." Genpachi chuckled. "Anyway, that was not stupid question. It was quite cute, actually."

Shinobu's head was spinning. Cute? Had Genpachi just said—no! There was no way Genpachi would say something like that! This person was not Inukai Genpachi. The Inukai Genpachi he knew would never flirt with him. Wait. Was Genpachi flirting with him? "Uhm, Genpachi-san, say…are we on…" He babbled, "Are we…uh, on…"

"Are we on date?"

Shinobu thought his heart would explode. "No! I mean…"

Genpachi smiled gently and leaned toward the blond boy whose pupils were dilated significantly. "Yes," said Genpachi in whisper-like, "We're definitely on date."

.
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End file.
